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While a few are washed by design— 
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and a few others incidentally— the great majority take to the dirt pile 
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Looking Ahead with the Editor of 
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Dr. Woops HutcHINSON HAS GONE TO GERMANY to 
investigate municipal regulation of the public health in 
certain German cities, notably Dusseldorf. They are 
doing great things, these Germans, in the way of safe- 
guarding individual men, women and children from the 
ravages of unnecessary disease. Dr. Hutchinson is 
much more than a vigorous and witty writer; he is a 
seasoned student of the health problems that arise 
wherever masses of people are herded together in cities. 
And further, while he is abroad, Dr. Hutchinson has 
promised to look up material for one or two other ar- 
ticles of a lighter nature. These will be announced 


later. 
Re 


Louise CLossER HALE HAS GONE MOTORING IN AL- 
GERIA, and has promised to return with a new and lively 
story of her adventures there. The many who read 
and laughed over her “Diary of a Fattish Girl” will 
look forward eagerly to the new recital of experiences. 


BS 


RicHarp LE GALLIENNE HAS UNDERTAKEN A LITTLE 
JOURNEY “With a Junk-man in ‘Arcadia.”’ Some of 
Mr. Le Gallienne’s most charming sketches have been 
cast in the form of fancy-free wanderings out on the 
open road. This time he is wandering with an old- 
fashioned peddler and junk-man along the byways of 
quaint old Connecticut. His narrative will be pub- 


lished as a short serial. 


James OLIVER CuURWOOD HAS TRAVELED ALL OVER 
WEsTERN Canapa “‘from Lake Superior to the Arctic 
Circle, from the Peace River country to Hudson’s Bay.” 
He has “lived with factors, has spent months at a time 
with the missionaries, and has traveled thousands of 
miles with the men of the Royal Northwest Mounted 
Police, in canoes,.on snowshoes and sledges, and on 
horseback in the prairie countries.”” No writer, there- 
fore, is better equipped to narrate the rough romance 
of that remarkable little band of frontier policemen 
that has been called ‘“‘the finest body of men in the 
world.” His article, ‘World Hunters of the North,” 
presents an astonishing picture of new empires of the 
northland that await only the coming of the railroad to 
take their place among the useful regions of the con- 
tinent. And more than this, it gives to those of us 
who lead the more humdrum life of city and town a 
new conception of human possibilities in discipline, 
hardihood and heroism. The same Mr. Curwood wrote 
“The Valley of Silent Men,” that will be published 
serially in the July and August numbers. 





IMPORTANT ARTICLES IN THE JULY 
NUMBER 


aa) 


TWENTIETH CENTURY CATTLEMEN By Inis H. Weed 


The Evolution of the Cow Puncher into a Business 
Man with a Boiled Shirt and a National Organization. 


Tue Price or CLoTHES By Mary Heaton Vorse 


A Further Illumination of the Background of the 
Cost-of-Living Problem; following “‘A Plea for Pure 


Fabrics” and ““The Empty Linen Chest,” by the same 
author. 


Tue RELATION oF ALCoHOL TO DISEASE 


By Alexander Lambert, M.D. 
And the Effects of Its Excessive or Moderate Use 
Upon the Body and the Mind. 


THE Woman wHo TEACHES CHICAGO 
By Rheta Childe Dorr 
In One Year’s Work Ella Flagg Young, Chicago’s 
First Woman Superintendent, has Lifted the City’s 
Schools Perceptibly Nearer Honesty, Democracy, and 


Usefulness. 


A FEW OF THE EXTRA GOOD 
FICTION STORIES 


e 


Tue VALLEY oF Sitent Men (In Two Parts) 


By James Oliver Curwood 
An Elemental Love Story of the North. 


JANEY AND THE LitTLE Biinp Gop 


By Inez Haynes Gillmore 
Little Janey’s Last Appearance in Success Macazine. 


Tue Automatic Basy By Ellis Parker Butler 
A New Generation of Infants, Germless, Voiceless 

and Hopeless. 

Haucuty Kitry Hartican By Edna Kenton 


Tue Winp oF CHANCE By Mary Heaton Vorse 


Maponna By George Middleton 
Tue Otp Rost UmBre.ia By Sylvia C. Bates 
THe Man Unpber THE Car By Bailey Millard 


And, furthermore, in an early number, Will Brad- 
ley will present a novel and helpful idea for the beau- 
tifying of town and village <streets. 
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Your Wedding-Da* 


By Atice GARLAND STEELE 


=8 OU wake with a start to im- 
4 maculate sunshine and the 
soft, pure glow of a morn- 
ing in June. All night 
® you have traveled the white 
BE way of visions and dreams, 
and they still tremble about 
you — why not? Itis your 
wedding-day ! 

For a few minutes you lie quite still, your 
eyes gravely tender. The unknown and mys- 
tical is come upon you and you wait, quiescent, 
under the miracle of it! Through the open 
window comes the early chatter of birds; you 
know just why they are singing, and why the 
earth glows green, and why the corner of sky 
which you can see is so blue. Somebody, your 
Aunt Jean, said it would rain, but you knew 
it would not rain. It is your wedding-day! 

You turn your eyes’ to your sister’s face, 
where she lies beside you; she is still asleep. 
Somehow you are glad of that — you want ta 
have this perfect waking all to yourself. The 
day is yours, set apart and separate; though 
they may share in it, only for you shall it be 
complete! Besides, your sister, you realize it 
sadly, lacks sentiment; she is older than ‘you 
and she has never been engaged; in fact, you 
have an idea she has never wanted to be. Jack 
says it is because she went to college, but you 
think it is because she has never been. in love. 
Love, after all, opens the Gate Beautiful! 

And yet, and yet you wish she would wake 
up and say something nice to you; something 
about its being the last time together and all 
that. It is the last time for so many things! 
A little lump comes into your throat and you 
close your eyes quickly, the lashes lie wet on 
your cheek. The last time to wake in this 
sunny, flower-decked room, with the things in 
it you know by heart; the Christy Girl over 
the dresser, and the Gibson Girl between the 
windows, and the little bookcase with the 
funny old “ Elsie books” that mother used to 
read, and your first copy of “ Lucille,” and 
“When Patty went to College,’ and Capt. 
Charles King’s stories of Laramie. When you 
read them you intended to marry a lieutenant, 
but the only West Point boy you ever knew 
couldn’t hold a candle to Jack! Suddenly, at 
thought of him, you realize it again, this 
wedding-day. 

You sit up, flinging the hair back out of 
your eyes, and then softly, very softly, you get 
out of bed and go to the window. , You remem- 
ber something about praying with one’s face 
tothe East. You find it now, gold and rose and 





Frontispiece by Crara Exrsene Pecx 


pearl, and slip to your knees as you whisper 
something, very inarticulate, about the day 
and Jack and your future. You do not say 
“amen,” for it has no ending — it fades off 


into a vision of a high white altar, and Jan’ 


Morris and Elsie Burney in rose-leaf gowns, 
and your mother smiling — or will she ery? 

You start suddenly as a soft tap sounds on 
the door and her voice says: “ Dearie — are 
you up?” You do not answer, but you flit 
across the room and open to the sight of her 
familiar face. 
tired and a little bit sad. 

“ Mother,” you whisper, “ it’s — it’s not rain- 
ing!” And she smiles and pats your shoulder. 

“No, Trixy, my little girl will not begin 
with shadows. Are you rested, dear?” 

You nod, and then bury your head on her 
shoulder. From downstairs come the sounds 
of a waking household; someone is sweeping 
the lower hall, and your father is calling to 
your little brother: 

* Bobbie, get up, sir, at once!” 

Oh, this dear home, to be yours no longer! 
Your mother, perhaps, feels something of it 
too, for she is holding you close. But pres- 
ently she raises your head and says cheerfully: 
“'Trixy, dear —don’t linger, the florist is to 
be here at nine, and your Aunt Jean will come 
early.” 

You kiss her tempestuously, for no reason 
whatever except that she is just mother, and 
then you retreat into the rose-decked room. 

Your sister is swinging her Indian clubs. 
“ Hello,” she says, “ whatever got you out so 
early? I-say, Trix, it’s clear after all — and 
the barometer said stormy.” There is almost, 
in her tone, a hurt note that the barometer was 
misleading. 

You merely nod, busy with your hair brush. 
She watches you awhile in silence. 

“You look as excited as anything Trix, and 
the thing hasn’t even begun yet.” 

“ Well,” you retort, “I guess if it was your 
wedding-day — ” 

“Mine?” she opens her eyes and stares at 
you, then she laughs. “ Well, it isn’t, and I 
guess it’s a good thing. Who’d take care of 
mother, I’d like to know! ” 

“Father,” you answer bravely, but your lips 
tremble. Are you, after all, only selfish in 
wanting to go away with Jack? 

“Father!” she echoes, and smiles at you 
pityingly. 

“Of course,” you say, “ doesn’t he love her 
best of all of us? Isn’t he more to her than 
just daughters? Didn’t she — marry him just 


She is dressed, but she looks. 


the way I’m marrying Jack?” Your cheeks 
are burning, and you turn hastily to your hair- 
brushing. 

Your sister hums “ Fair Cayuga’s Waters ” 
and goes on swaying her Indian clubs as if 
wedding-days, after all, did not matter. 

You are dressed and ready to go down-stairs ; 
as you stand a moment at the door you turn 
to her; she is so much a part of this rose- 
decked room and the things you are saying 
good-by to! You know all at once how you 
love her, this sister of yours— you call her 
name softly: 

“ Rose, I— I’m not going to wear that tur- 
quoise ring any more. [ll have my solitaire 
and the pearl that Uncle Mac gave me, and — 
and my wedding-ring — will you take it, just 
to — remember?” 

She whirls quickly, and before you know it 
her arms are about your neck. “ Trixy, Trixy, 
and you always loved it, and you’re talking as 
if you were making a will! O Trixy, dear, how 
T’ll miss you! ” 

As you run quickly down the stairs there is 
a warm glow still about your heart! Your 
father, at table, is behind his newspaper, but 
he puts it down at your entrance and says: 
“ Hello, how’s our little bride?” You go over 
and edge upon his knee and pull his mustache 
and do not feel a bit like a’ bride until your 
little brother comes in and seeing you there, 
crys, “ Baby,” at which you subside with all 
possible dignity into the nearest chair. 

He wants to know a number of disconcerting 
things; how often folks can be married any- 
way, and why didn’t you have it at church like 
all the big weddings and funerals, and if you 
are going to be piggish and take all the pres- 
ents away. with you, even the picture that you 
said was ugly, that Cousin Janet sent — and 
if what Aunt Jean said was true, that you were 
too young, but that your mother had foolish 
ideas about a love-match? And so on, through 
the whole meal. 

You try to answer him patiently, but you 
are glad when your mother comes in and sends 
him up to help Jackson tag the trunk. You 
are not hungry, but you take a cup of coffee, 
and then you go upstairs. 

The florist is there, and the two parlors are 
white with daisies and green with fern and 
glowing with Golden-Gate roses. The bay 
window at the end is a leafy bower, and tropic 
palms stand high above your head. You tie 
the bow yourself that will shut you and Jack 
inside, and admire the white and green stand- 

[Continued on page 50] 
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Gardening on a country school ground 


SUCCESS 


Products or rural Iowa 


A Revolution in Rural Education 


The Schools of Page County, Iowa, follow the Boys and Girls 
Home and Teach Them How to Live 


SHEN Roosevelt’s Country 
= Life Commission was alive 
—we’ll have another one 
of these days! —it laid 
down and made orthodox 
this postulate of rural 
progress: The welfare of 
rural life demands a new 
kind of rural school! 
f all places in the world, the country 
place for the child to make intellectual 
incement. It can’t help learning lots more 
really important things of life than 
the city child. It sees the yearly miracle 
ed-time and harvest. It sees the breast 
ther Nature bared to the suckling lips 
hungry race. It hears the birds’ songs, 
ees their immemorial household econ- 
It has a part in the only business left 
in which food, shelter and clothing are 
luced visibly before the family eye as a 
f the family task. When it ceases creep- 
t toddles out into a kindergarten as wide 
he horizon, as brilliant as the sun, as fra- 
grant as the rose, and as -free as air. And 
the country child, over most of this na- 
must go to schools so poor that it is placed 
disadvantage when compared with the 
ehild. .One of the strongest influences 
t draw country people to the city — I think 
the very strohgest — is the desire to place the 
hildren whete they “can have better school- 
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Does it astonish you? If you do not-know 


By HersBerr L. Quick 
Illustrated with Photographs 


country life, you have a right to be aston- 
ished, seeing that this is America. New Eng- 
land is the mother of American progress in 
her gift to us of the free school —and the 
free schools of Old New England were in the 
main rural schools. The “ deestrict ” school 
will some day be celebrated in verse and 
smothered in history, if it has its due. Tol- 
stoy said that it is America’s greatest gift to 
the world. And it is— greater than the cot- 
ton gin, greater than the telegraph, greater 
than tamed electricity, greater than the press, 
greater than emancipation, greater than the 
sewing machine, greater than the reaper, 
greater than the steel plow, greater than the 
twinned rails shining from coast to coast, 
greater than these and their kind, all together 
and multiplied; because the “deestrict” school 
has made all these possible. 

But the rural school has degenerated. I 
don’t assert that it is worse than it was sev- 
enty-five years ago—in fact I suppose it is 
absolutely better in many respects. In others 
it is absolutely worse. It does not attract 
teachers of the character then engaged in 
rural school work. There are other things 
that pay better for the bright boys and girls. 
Tts salsries are no higher — or not much high- 
er—-thkan then, and folk that lead in any 
comm: ity need more money than then. So 
the rural teacher does not lead any more. 
Methods have improved, but good methods are 
not automatic teaching agencies. Personal- 
ity, and even more than that, ideals and spir- 


itual activity are needed. Lacking these, the 
rural schools are, perhaps, absolutely poorer 
than they were half a century ago. And rela- 
tively, they are nowhere as compared with the 
progressive city schools. Rural life suffers 
from competition —the competition of the 
city, and therefore suffers not more from its 
schools remaining unprogressive, than by the 
rapid progress made by urban schools. Such 
are the considerations, in part, that impelled 
the Country Life Commission to say that we 
need a new kind of rural school. 

And while the Commission was engaged in 
its investigations, the new kind of rural school 
was germinating. When God gets ready for 
change, he produces not a single change, but 
conditions that make for mutations. When 
the reptiles began to evolve into birds, I sup- 
pose they did it, not in one case alone, but 
here and there, hither and yon, going and com- 
ing, and from Dan to Beersheba, until the air 
was thick with birds, and the reptiles acquired 
their sempiternal and ill nature through being 
supplanted and overshadowed by avian forms. 
Similarly the very thought-waves that im- 
pinged on the brains of the Country Life 
Commission and made them say that the 
schools should be made over, doubtless touched 
thousands of other brains, and worked evolu- 
tion in many schools. Mr. Benson of Wright 
County, Iowa, was fervid with the spirit of 
prophecy, and has now gone to Washington 
to work for the Department of Agriculture in 
the interests of good rural schools, The 
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County Superintendent of Wake County, 
North Carolina, is another prophet of the 
merger of the work of the farm with the life 
of the rural school. I met a teacher in Page 
County, Iowa, Mrs. Huftalen of the Norwich 
school, who in Delaware County in that state, 
years ago was making the new rural school 
as well as the people would let her. Dr. San- 
ford A. Knapp of the Department of Agri- 
culture was ready for his enrollment of 46,000 
Southern country boys in corn growing clubs, 
so as to give agriculture in the rural schools 
a footing in plowed ground. The reptilian 
stage of the country school was ripe to change 
for the avian, fangs were trying to evolve into 
beaks and scales into feathers. There were 
agitators in many places. But I think the 
great prophet of the new era, the greatest 
person in the educational world, is Miss Jessie 
Field: of Page County, Iowa, Superintendent 
of Schools. 

She was a country teacher and a pupil of 
the rural schools of this county in southwest- 
ern Iowa. Her family is related to the great 
Field family whereof Cyrus W., Stephen J., 
Henry M., and David Dudley Field are the 
first to be thought of, but to whom should be 
added Susan B. Anthony, the Anthonys of 
Kansas, and David J. Brewer. Jessie Field’s 
grandfather took up a farm in Page County 
when it was prairie. She was teaching in 
Montana when a vacancy occurred in the of- 
fice of County Superintendent of schools — an 
elective office. She had brothers in Page 
County, who said, “ Go to! Why isn’t Jessie 
the proper person for County Superintend- 
ent?” They wrote an insurgent platform for 
her — insurgent educationally —and nomi- 
nated her. She did not come home to make a 
campaign, but she was elected. Then she 
came home. 


Page County before the Revolution 


She found the schools decadent, inferior, 
and as competitors for the favor of parents 
and children, whipped by the town schools. 
Just why ninety-seven other County Superin- 
tendents in Iowa and an almost proportionate 
number of similar officers in the other states, 
were willing to stay whipped and inferior, 
while Jessie Field rose and fought, who can 
say. She told me that when she visited the 
schools, the children used to slink behind the 
buildings and peer at her as if they had been 
wild, or she an animal in a zoo, and suspected 
of being dangerous. The school buildings 
were abominable, she tells us, and the people 
who sent pupils to them were always wishing 
that their children might have the “ advan- 
tages” of city schooling. 

Do you wonder that the rural population in 
the old and rich states is falling off? 

Don’t think for a moment that Page Coun- 
ty, before Miss Field’s advent was a sort of 
country-school slum. Not at all. It was prob- 
ably in better case ‘than most counties — than 
your county, perhaps. The schoolhouses were 
not fit for the uses of children in this twen- 
tieth century; but are yours? 

Now a person of genius of the soaring and 
commanding sort, in Miss Field’s place, would 
have written for the educational press on the 
need for better school facilities, and wordily 
advocated the consolidated rural school, and 
township high schools. Undoubtedly, Miss 


Field would like to have all the rural schools 
consolidated into graded schools, to which the 
remoter pupils would be transported in pub- 
lic vans, free of charge. That is the way 
things should be done, and Miss Field knows 
it. She knows that every township should 
have its high school, and therein, shops for 
manual training, kitchens for domestic econ- 
omy, and about it, gardens and fields for agri- 
cultural training. Those things must come in 
every rural neighborhood before the new kind 
of rural school shall have fully arrived. But 
Miss Field’s genius is not of the soaring and 
commanding sort. Instead of soaring, she 
walked with her people. Instead of command- 
ing, she taught. 

Another Instance of the same sort comes to 
my mind as I write—an Instance of two 
thousand years ago. 

How to make the rural schools over — this 
was her problem. How to do this using the 
old, bad schoolhouses, and the old, discour- 
aged, uninspired, defeated incompetent teach- 
ing forcee—and without increasing taxation. 
And in view of the fact that rural schools are 
made by rural populations, how to get the 
people of Page County to do the making over 
for themselves. Two things were perfectly 
plain: if the schools could be made to vibrate 
to the beauties of country life, they would be- 
come interesting to the pupils; and if they 
could be made to relate themselves to the work 
of farming, they would become interesting to 
the parents. After that taxation would ad- 
just itself. 

Easy to do? No, indeed! The most diffi- 
cult thing in the world is the task of inducing 
people to adopt new ways of doing old things. 
And teaching is about the oldest thing in 
human experience. Yet,in five years, the rural 
schools of Page County, 125 of them, have been 
metamorphosed. Two-thirds of the teachers 
of the old time are there yet, but they are 
now competent, confident, ahead-of-the-times 
teachers, getting higher salaries for doing bet- 
ter work, and making themselves and the 
schools centers of social activity. The schools 
are still in the one-room houses; but they are 
mostly new, architecturally — pretty, nicely 
decorated, well-cared-for schoolhouses. And 
the pupils are filled with the belief that farm 
life is the best life in the world, that Page 
County is the best place in which to live on 
a farm, and that the finest work in the world 
is that of growing the most that can be grown 
on a farm, and of getting the most happiness 
that can be got out of rural life. The teach- 
ers are proud of being Page County country 
teachers. They are offered places in town and 
city schools, but they refuse. They like the 
country schools best. 

In December the county farmers’ institute 
was held at the little town of Clarinda. The 
schools were in the saddle in the farmers’ in- 
stitute. Miss Field was conducting it. There 
was a quarter-acre of school exhibits in the 
basement of the armory — corn, wheat, oats, 
all kinds of seeds and vegetables, models of 
schoolhouses and grounds, farm. devices such 
as gates, poultry houses and piggeries, raffia 
work for the little ones, sewing, cookery, and 
every sort of domestic economy exhibits. I 
went into the county at this time and visited 
school after school. At each we called for a 
show of hands of those who had done some- 
thing for the school exhibits at the farmers’ 
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institute. In all these schools only one pupil 
was found who failed to raise her hand— 
and that was a little girl who had entered 
school the day before our visit. 

“What did you do for the show?” I asked 
of a little girl of six. 

“T sent ten ears of corn, and five button- 
holes,” she replied. 

“T did a raffia napkin ring,” said another 
little tot, “and I cut shingles for the school- 
house.” 

The “shingles” were card-board oblongs 
for the model schoolhouse with which that 
school took the premium. These children were 
doing things with their hands. They were 
learning the beauties of the farm life. One 
boy had taken a prize for the best acre of 
corn. He grew ninety-three bushels on his 
farm—without fertilizers. 

In Mrs. Huftalen’s school, I saw a big boy 
working with a rack of Agricultural College 
bulletins at his elbow, and a text book on agri- 
culture on his desk. He was writing an essay 
on Raspberry Culture —and he was fortify- 
ing every statement by actual experience, 
either his own, or that of. other raspberry 
students. He said that the text book was good 
enough in its way, but give him the bulletins 
— they went to the bottom of the subject. No 
superficial information for him! 

I recalled that my nearest approach to 
actualities in the essays which I wrote in the 
Towa rural school from which I was graduated 
was a mighty composition on “ The Influence 
of the Puritans on American Life.” I did 
this exhaustively in five hundred words. But 
the student of Raspberry Culture was put: 
ting into English facts of his own life, and 
no crude guess as to the Puritans. 


Mathematics and Fertilizer 


They have an arithmetic of their own in 
Page County. In it are problems of the farm, 
and not of the counting room. “If in the top 
soil of your field there is phosphorus to the 
weight of 2,100 pounds, and a crop of corn 
takes off ten pounds, how many crops of corn 
can be grown before the soil becomes exhaust- 
ed?” “How much is this phosphorus worth 
at the present market price of phosphates?” 
“What would it cost you per acre to keep the 
phosphorus content of the land up to its pres- 
ent richness, at the present price of phos- 
phates?” 

“Tf a crop of clover, through the bacteria 
in its roots, adds nitrates to the soil to the 
value of $20 per acre, what is the real value 
of a clover crop, if fed to cows, and x percent- 
age of the fertility of the clover returned in 
the manure, assuming that the cow will pro- 
duce y butter, and it sells for z a pound?” 
“Tf a hen of a good laying breed will lay 200 
eggs a year, and a scrub hen will lay 100, and 
it takes the market price of 7 dozen eggs to 
pay the hen’s keep, how many hens of the pure 
laying strain will it take to be worth a flock 
of 100 scrubs?” “ Make an inventory of your 
farm property.” 

Now when the pupils of the Page County 
schools began bringing “sums” of this sort 
home to work, Page County farmers began to 
prick up their ears., There was some, sense 
in this. This wasn’t any new-fangled useless 
folderol. This made the boys and girls worth 

[Continued on page 43] ‘ 





A popular time of day at the Boys’ Farm Camp The corn judging division of the Farm Camp at work 
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Children at Prayer 


By BurGES JOHNSON 


many earth-bound thoughts in moments past, 

So many sordid trifles in each day 

Have held me to their level, that at last 
I can not pray. 


But kneeling here in answer to my need 


Are my sweet intercessors! 


All my cares 





And skeptic thoughts roll from me as I plead— 
‘Lord, hear their prayers.” 








The Reformer 


By Harvey J. O’'Hicains 


po (with Judge Ben B. Lindsey) of «* The Beast and the Jungle”’ 





mT was injustice that drove 
) Wickson in to town orig- 
inally —the injustice of 
a father who ruled his 
starved farm with all the 
exacting imperiousness of 
incompetency aggravated 
by indigestion. 

“T got to go, maw,” the 
boy said. “I can’t stand it any longer.” 

he mother paused in her kitchen work 

g enough to raise her eyes to the window 
and regard the outer world to which he was 
escaping. 

‘What are you goin’ to do?” she asked. 

He replied: “I’m goin’ to be a lawyer.” 

She finished wiping the dishes before she 
went upstairs for the few dollars that she had 
“ I uit by.” 

“Till pay it back,” he promised.. She 
kissed him rather timidly—as she might 
have kissed her husband in his earlier days of 
worried preoccupation. 

“ Good-by, son,” she said. ‘And God bless 
you.” 

He walked away from the house with noth- 
ing but the clothes he wore and her money in 


his pocket. It was a gray day, threatening 
rain. Someone shouted angrily at him from 
a field as he went past it. He saw a span of 


steaming horses, a plow, and a man at the plow 
handles, standing small and distant — stran- 
gers to him. The man was his father. He 
went down the muddy-rutted road, occupied 
with his plans. 


He arrived in the city about noon, and he 
showed no bewildered awe of his surround- 
ings. He set about finding himself work, in 


the rain, sturdily self-reliant and wholesome 
in his young simplicity. At four o’clock, he 
was interviewing James McPhee Harris, who 
was then just newly engaged as counsel by 
the Purity League of the state; and ‘Harris, 
immediately interested in the poise of a strong 
character, accepted, his own interest as the 
impulse of benevolence and employed Wick- 
son as office-boy on the impulse. 

By Harris’s advice, he rented a bed in the 
Y. M. ©. A. building, where he shared a room 
with another of Harris’s protégés, an art stu- 
dent named “Jack” Arnett, who was after- 
wards to be the sculptor of the “ Wickson 
Memorial.” Before he went to sleep that 
night, Wickson wrote a letter to his mother 
and sent her back one of her own dollars, “on 
account.” 


He proved to have a brain as hardy as his 
body. He studied — as he worked — method- 
ically, thoroughly, and without the effort of a 
frown. He became chief clerk of Harris’s 
busy office, by virtue of a mechanical efficiency 
that was the first expression of an integrity 
of mind on which Harris came more and more 
to rely. He shared in Harris’s prosecutions 
of the vendors of “picture post-cards,” the 
proprietors of ‘“ nickelodeons,” the managers 
of “ variety shows.” As junior partner of the 
firm, he himself conducted some of the Purity 
League’s later cases against saloon-keepers 
and the owners of “ dives.”” When Harris be- 
came president of the local “ Drys,’ Wickson 
succeeded him as attorney for the League — 
and so came to prosecute the “ white-slave ” 
cases that first made him notorious. His elec- 
tion as District Attorney, on a reform ticket, 
followed unexpectedly. The rest of his official 
career is too well known to need recounting. 

The sculptor of the “ Wickson Memorial ” 
has studied his features from photographs that 
were taken before his election — before expe- 
rience had softened his young faith in the 
law — when his face showed a clearer deter- 
mination and more righteous intolerance than 
in his later years. He stands, in bronze, on 
his granite pedestal, stiffly erect, with one arm 
doubled across the small of his back to grasp 
the other at the elbow, in a characteristic atti- 
tude. His chin is held high. He looks as if 
he had been stood up, with his arms pinioned, 
to be shot—a touch of artistic “ prophecy 
after the fact.” At the foot of his pedestal, a 
bronze “Grief” is crouched, weeping in her 
hair. 

It was McPhee Harris who originated the 
public protest against the bare feminine 
shoulders of this tragic figure. Fortunately 
the protest failed to be effective. Arnett’s 
“Grief” is now rather more widely known 
than Wickson himself. It will probably be 
famous to a posterity that will have no very 
accurate knowledge of the event which the 
memorial was erected to commemorate. 
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That event began, for Wickson, in an inter- 
view with iicePhee Harris, who came smiling 
in to the District Attorney’s office soon after 
Wickson arrived there for his morning’s work. 
“ Just a moment, Arthur,” he apologized, for 
taking Wickson’s time; and Wickson shook 
hands with him, without replying. 


Harris’s smile was something more than po- 
lite; it was the smile of austerity made be- 
nevolent by the conscientious fellow-feeling of 
a professing Christian. His chin, clean-shaven 
between gray side-whiskers, repeated the bony 
conformation of his narrow skull, bald be- 
tween. two thin bushes of gray hair. He 
stroked his stiff felt hat as he explained: “I 
had a visit, last night, from friend Toole.” 
The “friend” was given with an arch sar- 
casm. Wickson leaned forward on his table- 
desk, intently. 

“We have put the ‘ fear of God’ into them,” 
Harris assured him. ‘“ They are prepared to 
nominate a ticket of good men.” 

Wickson waited, silent. 

“We are to name them — practically all. 
They reserve a few of the minor offices — as 
for instance, the sheriff and the county clerk 
and recorder.” 

“So as to control the local machinery of 
elections,” Wickson said. He had a high, un- 
pleasant voice. 

“Perhaps so,” Harris conceded amiably,’ as 
he sat down. “It is difficult to get everything 
at once. They will accept our nominee for 
the Supreme Court.” 


“Because they control the rest of the 


bench.” 

“ Still— we must begin. And one is a be- 
ginning. We are to have also the coroner and 
two of the county commissioners, some of the 
members of the legislature, some Senators and 
some of the State officers. The details are not 
yet decided upon. It is, largely, for us to de- 
cide. They are very conciliatory.” 

Wickson asked, at last: “ And the District 
Attorney?” 

Harris looked steadily at him to reply: 
“ And the District Attorney.” 

Wickson studied that look; it reserved some- 
thing; it was also somewhat meekly defiant. 

To Wickson, McPhee Harris had become in- 
timately known as a man of naturally inde- 
cisive character and small mind strengthened 
and enlarged by the sense of a Divine Power 
relying upon him as Its instrument. There 
was in his look, now, the glint of that reso- 
lute instrumentality. Wickson probed and 
questioned him with a silent gaze. 

“They do not think,” Harris admitted, 
“that we can reelect you. They believe that 


you have made too many enemies.” 

Wickson nodded and rose—as if, having 
uncovered “the nigger in the woodpile” (as 
he would have called it) he could now con- 
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centrate his mind on that, instead of on the 
familiar face behind which the secret had 
been concealed. 

“So!” he said, thoughtfully. 

He had been carried into office on a “ re- 
form wave” that had been blown up by a 
windy agitation against the “red-light dis- 
trict.’ As long as he had devoted his office 
to a crusade against “vice,” he had been 
backed by the Purity League, by McPhee Har- 
ris, by a federation of women’s clubs, by the 
churchgoers and all the “ good people” of the 
town. But, of course, he had found vice pro- 
tected by the political organizations, for whom 
the vicious stuffed the ballot-boxes; and when 
he attacked the organizations, he found them 
protected by the rich men of the community, 
who owned the public-utility franchises that 
had been voted to them by the politicians. He 
had made “ enemies’ — not only in the dive 
district, but among “ our best citizens on the 
Hill.’ He had been accused, first, of “ play- 
ing polities,’ then of “attacking vested 
rights,” and finally of “stirring up class ha- 
tred.” He had offended some of the most gen- 
erous contributors to the funds of the Purity 
League. He had offended Harris. 

He was walking up and down the shabby 
carpet of his office, his head bent, his hands 
clasped behind him in the manner in which he 


was to stand enduringly in bronze. But his 
face was not the face of the statue. Nervous 


excitement, worry, and its consequent indi- 
gestion, had eaten off his flesh; his cheek- 
bones protruded; his eyes had burned them- 
selves back into dark hollows, where they 
smouldered with a red-lidded sparkle. His 
rough shock of hair had grown sparse, in a 
dry tangle. 

“Mac,” he said suddenly, “when you look 
out that window and see the upper town — 
the Hill with its church spires — you see it as 
the abode of decency and virtue and every- 
thing that’s godly. And you see it warred 
upon by the vice of the lower town — where 
everything is sin. Eh?” 

Harris did not look at the window. He 
looked at Wickson and laid aside his hat on 
the table, to hear an argument and prepare 
himself to answer it. 

“When I look out that window,” the Dis- 
trict Attorney continued—and he went to 
the window as he said it —“‘ I see the upper 
town as the abode chiefly of the men who keep 
the lower wards living in the dirt and evil 
conditions that breed sin. I see the lower 
town working in conditions of pollution to 
pay the money that makes the Hill rich — 
decent — respectable. That’s the difference 
between us. And there doesn’t seem to be any 
way of reconciling it.” 

His office was on the sixth floor of the Set- 
tle Building. He looked down upon the roofs 
of half the city in the autumn sunlight. “ It 
isn’t vice that I want to fight any more,” he 
said. “It’s the conditions that make vice.” 

“ And yet,” Harris retorted, “you will ad- 
mit, I suppose, that there may be such a 
thing as ‘honest poverty ’?” 

Wickson wheeled on him. “I'll go further. 
Tll admit that there may be such a thing as 
honest wealth.” 

Harris spread his hands. “I do not wish 
to think,” he said, “that you have lost your 


faith in the spiritualities. I do not wish to 
believe that you have become wholly a mate- 
rialist. God has manifested himself in your 
work.” He spoke without any trace of cant, 
with conviction. “You have been a great 
power for good. But in struggling against the 
evils of this world, I think you are forgetting 
to rely upon the saving grace that can alone 
work the miracle of regeneration in the soul 
of evil.” 

“T know,” Wickson sighed. “I know. 
Youw’re sincere, you believe it. There’s no use 
arguing.” 

“ There is nothing to argue.” 

Wickson ran his hand through his hair, 
hesitated, and then sat down again at his desk. 
“Well, they don’t think that I can be re- 
elected, eh? They tell you that ‘the boys’ 
won't vote for me—the rank and file. I’ve 
made too many enemies. A lot of good people 
think I shouldn’t have mixed into politics at. 
all. Eh? Some of our own friends don’t like 
my remarks about the connection between 
street-railway franchises and ‘ protected vice.’ 
Bill Toole— coming, I suppose, from old 
Bradford himself — offers to compromise on a 
good ticket, on condition that I’m dropped.” 

“No!” Harris cried. “No! That’s not 
true.” 

“ Not in so many words. Of course not. 
But if you had insisted on having me on the 
ticket, it would have come down to that. Isn’t 
that so? Isn’t it?” 

“T don’t believe you could possibly be re- 
elected.” 

“We didn’t believe I could be elected, in 
the first place; yet we made the fight.” 

“ There’s no necessity of running any such 
risk. We are to have the nomination for, the 
office. We shall pick a good man.” 

Wickson reached the papers on his desk. 
“ McPhee,” he said, “if it were only a ques- 
tion of the office, I'd be glad to go out. But 
there’s more than that. There’s — however, 
it’s useless for us to talk. You'll have to ex- 
cuse me. I’m busy.” He unfolded a type- 
written sheet and pushed the button for his 
stenographer. 

“Very good,” Harris replied, thin-lipped. 
As he took up his hat he looked down upon 
ingratitude coldly. “I expected as much. 
Good morning.” 

Wickson paid no heed. He allowed Harris 
to go out of his life as he had passed his 
father plowing in the field — out of his life 
and out of his thought — for he had one qual- 
ity of largeness: he cherished no resentments. 

His stenographer answered the bell. Wick- 
son, without raising his eyes, said “Get me 
Collins on the phone.” 

The clerk replied: “ He’s been waiting here 
to see you.” 

Wickson tossed aside the sheet eagerly. 
“Send him in.” 


II 


There was nothing personal in the furnish- 
ings .of Wickson’s room—an official table 
littered with papers, some bare chairs, a col- 
lection of framed photographs of his prede- 
cessors on the plastered walls, and beyond 
that, not even a bookcase. There was nothing 
characteristic about his “ ready-made ” clothes 
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that hung on him as if their one purpose was 
to impede. his impatient movements. In his 
interview with Harris he had been impersonal, 
withdrawn, dry, and harshly definite. He had 
seemed 48 colorless as his surroundings. 

But now, to receive the detective Collins, 
there came a relaxing in the muscles of his 
face and a meditative widening of the eyes 
that deepened in the pupils. He pushed his 
papers back from him. His hands opened 
idly. He began to beat a tattoo on his desk- 
blotter, looking aside out of the window and 
allowing his mind to rove, with his eyes. 

He did not turn as Collins entered, hat in 
hand, and closed the door behind him; nor 
did Collins look at him. The detective crossed 
to a chair with a certain noiseless placidity. 
He was plump, clean-shaven, commonplace, 
with mild and rather vacant brown eyes, 
broad-shouldered, short and slow. You might 
suppose him to be the proprietor of a small 
hotel. (He did not look genial enough for 
a saloon-keeper, yet he had the figure that 
you would associate with the chairs of a 
hotel lobby.) He looked, in fact, most inof- 
fensively human — with the bronze button of 
a fraternal order on his lapel and a masonic 
pin in his necktie. 

Yet Collins (or “Cole” or “ Colburn”) 
had been brought to town by the Purity 
League from Washington, with enough 
“scalps” on his official belt to give him a 
reputation in those circles where fame can 
have no notoriety if it is to have any success. 
He was rated, by Wickson, as “the only real 
detective I ever knew.” Certainly nothing 
more unlike the detective of tradition ever 
walked into a room. 

He turned his chair to face the door, sat 
down squarely with his hands spread on his 
knees, and said: “ Billy tells me that Madge 
was down at Headquarters the day before 
yesterday. She’s keeping Cooney. He’s out 
again. They’re using her to frame it up with 
him to bump you off.” 

Wickson raised one eyebrow at him, in a 
musing blank of friendliness. ‘“ Tom,” he 
said, “ McPhee Harris has slumped on me.” 

Collins repeated: “ They’re going to try to 
bump you off. They’ve got Cooney ribbed up 
to it. They’re keeping him just drunk enough 
to do it. He’s going to shoot you. That’s 
— he’s hanging round the Court-house 
or. 

In the earlier days of their association, 
Wickson might have questioned “ Are you 
sure?” or asked incredulously “ How do you 
know?” But he had long since learned that 
Collins never spoke till he was sure, and that 
the means by which he made sure were not 
open to inspection. For Collins, officially the 
local “manager of the Purity League,” sat 
apparently always idle in his office, but idle at 
the heart of his web, with invisible strands out 
in every direction to catch the harmless neces- 
sary facts. His sources were not known even 
to Wickson. He himself rarely appeared in 
his activities. He was the receiver ef a 
human telephone system, the laying of whose 
wires was his painful and intricate and most 
accurate art. 

“When you challenged that juror yester- 
day,” he said, “ Sotjie didn’t turn white be- 
cause he’d lost the man. It was because 











City Neighbors 


By Mavup Goinc 


I HEAR their voices through the floor and wall, 
I hear their footsteps passing overhead. 
I brush against them in the common hall, 

But never knew the child down-stairs was dead 





(Such strangers are my neighbors)—till I saw 


As I passed by 


white ribbons on the door. 
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Cooney had come in behind you. He was 
afraid Cooney was going to shoot. That’s 
what gave me the tip—the way his hands 
I’ve given orders to our boys to keep 
Cooney outside the rail. Plummer will trail 
along with you, after this.” 

[he Sotjie of whom he spoke was the Chief 
of Police, undef indictment and now coming 
up for trial on ¢harges of corruption in office 
and protecting ballot-box frauds. Cooney was 
an ex-policeman whom Wickson had sent to 


sho k. 


prison for “ shaking-down ” in the “ red-light 
district.” And Collins’s report meant that 
the Chief of Police was conspiring with the 
ex-policeman to murder the District Attorney. 


Wickson considered the incredibility of 
such a plot for a moment of detachment. 
‘The strangest part about it,” he said, “is 
that these fellows are able to do such things 
just because no decent American citizen 
would believe it possible. It’s a funny situa- 
tion. You can’t go out and cry ‘ Help!’ be- 
cause, if you did, everybody would think you’d 


” 


gone mad.” He snorted a dry laugh. “ Well, 
[ don’t see what J can do. He could come up 
behind me on the street any time.” 

“No. No. I think not,” Collins held. 

“ Why not?” 

‘Tt never happens that way. They always 
seem to wait for you somewhere that they 
know you'll ecome—and work themselves up 
to it 

Wickson tipped back in his swivel chair 
and clasped his hands behind his head. “I’m 
done anyway, Tom,” he said. “ Our own peo- 
ple have gone back on me. They don’t be- 
lieve they can reelect me. And I ean’t win 
without their support. . . . I don’t seem to be 
able to make them understand what the game 
is in this town. I can’t make them believe it 

any more than we could make them believe 
that Sotjie was putting up Cooney to shoot.” 


He swung a fist down on the table. “ My God! 
If we could only make them see these things.” 
Collins shook his head, with slow finality. 

“We can’t, of course,” Wickson agreed. 
“We can’t reach them. We can’t make them 
believe it. I wouldn’t have believed it myself 
when I first came in here—hardly. And 
sometimes I wake up at night, now, and won- 
der if- I haven’t been dreaming it.” 

Collins nodded solemnly, looking at his feet. 

Wickson began to pace up and down the 
room again. “ Besides,” he asked, — with an 
air of relieving his mind of something that 
had long been burdening it —“ what’s the 
use of us prosecuting this man Sotjie? He’s 
not to blame. The town has to have a Chief 
of Police, and they'll always get someone 
who'll do what Sotjie did. And if we could 
reach old Bradford and the ‘ higher-ups,’ what 
would be the use of prosecuting them? As 
long as these public utilities are waiting 
around like public gold mines for someone to 
steal them, they’ll be stolen. It’s a whole com- 
munity that’s been to blame. You can’t prose- 
cute a whole community. And prosecuting a 
man like Sotjie is like prosecuting a man for 
having typhoid fever — when he got it drink- 
ing from a city tap!” 

Collins looked worried. 

“Of course, I have to prosecute. Just as 
you have to get evidence. That’s what I’m 
paid for. That’s what I’m here for. And if 
they shoot me for it, Bradford and the rest 
will be the first to sign a testimonial to my 
good character — so that they shan’t be sus- 
pected of any lack of public spirit.” He 
laughed, rather despairingly. “It’s funny, 
isn’t it?” He sat down. “God, I’m tired of 
it,” he said. 

Collins mused behind a mask of mild va- 
cuity. He had not been so much listening 
to Wickson’s argument as considering the 


SUCCESS 


state of mind that spoke in the words.- He 
indicated his conclusion when he replied: “ ]’]] 
put Plummer on your door.” (If he had 
spoken out that conclusion, he would have 
said: “ You probably don’t much care whether 
you get shot or not, just at present, but’ it’s 
my business to see that you’re protected.”) 

Wickson did not understand — and-did not 
try to. “Tom,” he asked, “ what do'you think 
about things — the way they are in this town? 
What the devil can we do?” 

The detective rubbed his palms on his thick 
knees. “I guess,” he said, “the trouble with 
me is I don’t get time to think — about 
‘things’ — taking them in the large. I’m too 
busy trying to dope out what the other fellows 
are thinking?” 

“Well, then, what do you suppose they’re 
thinking now?” 

“ They’re thinking they’ve got to stop you 
from trying this case against Sotjie — if they 
can. If you go ahead, you’ll mark them, with 
the evidence you’ve got, so that they’ll never be 
able to touch you for fear of making the town 
too hot to hold them. And if you go ahead 
they'll maybe lose the election. If they’re go- 
ing to stop you, they’ve got to stop you now. 
I don’t think they want to kill you, but they 
want you in the hospital till after elections. 
That’s dead sure. You’ve got to be careful.” 

It was Collins’s opinion that the District 
Attorney somewhat lacked the instinct of self- 
preservation. He admitted to himself that 
Wickson could not have done his peculiar 
work for the community if he had had that 
instinct very highly developed. And conse- 
quently he accepted as natural Wickson’s lack 
of attention to the warning that he must 
be “careful.” 

Wickson had glanced at his desk calendar, 
at the mention of elections — as if to figure 

[Continued on page 48] 
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Stand back, ye irking devils of despair! 


Behold, my head is bare 


To the balmed breeze from off the sapphire sea 
And lifted to the sun. For unto me 

The Voices eall, call resonant and clear — 

“ Live, man! Live strong! Another June is here!” 


June! Look —a belted bee is in the rose, 

And soon will stagger in his flight to close 

The comb with weight of gathered sweet. And, see — 
A redwing’s on the flag and swinging free! 


June 


A Rhapsody of Defiance 


By RicHarp WIGHTMAN 





Up from their earth the floral children rise 
And blow their kisses to the wooing skies 

In gleeful troth, and deck themselves anew 
With filmy fabrics spangled o’er with dew. 
The useful grass along the fertile plain 
Stirs in the heat and becks the friendly rain, 


And high the lark his silver lyre tunes 
To sift on all below its mystic runes. 


[ catch the flash of crimson mid the jet, 


As there he balances above the wet 
Lush grass beside the pasture-pond, where slow 


Bird-song and bloom and reach of trellised vine! 
The Voices call, and all the earth is mine, 

And for my feet the clovered paths that go 
Where poise and peace abide! 


And so — 


Stand back, ye irking devils of despair! 


srown cattle at the evening go. 
Now, too, the brook its cheery gossip spills 
Into the pools among the shaded hills, 
Or widens in the meadow to caress 
The crisp tanged leaves of the o’er-bending cress, 
While in the riffles finning trout await 
With upstream heads the fall of fly or bait. 


A glass of June-wine in the odored air 

I lift to Nature — to her hills and trees, 

To wave and shallop by the bouldered leas, 
To star and sun, to night and dewy dawn, 
To days to be, to plaints and sorrows gone, 
To life, to love, to Woman and to Man, 

And to the utter goodness of the Plan. 
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«s Will you give me a five-dollar gold-piece ?”’ 


Janey Dabbles in High Finance 


By Inez Haynes GILLMORE 


Author of ‘* Janey Takes a Thinking Part,’’ ‘* Janey Peers Behind the Veil,’’ etc. 


Illustrations by ADA C. WILLIAMSON 





S3P-STATRS in the guest- 
8 chamber of the Warriner 
house, Mr. Philip Martin- 
dale was working over a 
manuscript which consid- 
ered the career of certain 
3 “tainted money” barons. 
— nomen Mr. Martindale read his in- 
troduction for the fifth 
time. Then he shook his head. Seizing a sheet 
of typewriter paper, he inserted it neatly into 
his machine. 

“On the one hand,” he clicked off rapidly, 
“they are acclaimed as captains of industry, 
philanthropists, patriots, heroes. On the other, 
they are reviled as serpents, vampires, vipers, 
ghouls. It is our object to lay the truth, the 
whole truth and nothing but the truth before 
the readers of The Moment. It is our inten- 
tion to go over the careers of these gentle- 
men with a microscope — to examine every act, 
to scrutinize every motive, to link minute, hid- 
den, past cause to monstrous, obvious, present 
effect. It is our purpose to follow the course of 
the so-called “tainted money” from the instant 
it leaves the pocket of the proletariat to the in- 
stant it arrives—a philanthropic gift or be- 
quest — in the treasury of the charitable insti- 
tution or the university. Without prejudice or 
favor, we shall —” 

Mr. Martindale’s typewriter stuttered. Mr. 
Martindale’s fingers stopped. Exerting his 
will, he brought his thoughts back to his manu- 
script. It was no use. Mr. Martindale realized 
that he was only going through the motions of 
composition. That divine perturbation of the 
brain which cast his thoughts into sledge- 
hammer diction had evaporated utterly from it. 
Mr. Martindale arose from his seat, lighted a 
cigarette and strolled down-stairs to the li- 
brary. 

Simultaneously the door at the other end of 
the room exploded inward and Miss Jane Eliz- 
abeth Blair, accompanied by Miss Caroline 
Benton, made an entrance which, for noise and 
speed, could be excelled only in vaudeville. 
“ Mother,” Janey burst out, still panting from 
the long run up the driveway, “ will you give 
me a five-dollar gold-piece ?” 


Mrs. Blair stared at her daughter — glared 
at her. “A five-dollar gold-piece,” she re- 
peated. “ Janey Blair, have you gone crazy?” 

“No, mother,” Janey answered in a reas- 
suring tone, but still panting. ‘“ Then, mother, 
will you give me a quarter?” 

“Well—of all things! Of course not! 
What would a little girl like you do with twen- 
ty-five cents?” 

Janey ignored the question. “ Mother,” she 
went on with no diminution of her eagerness, 
mental and physical, “will you give me a 
penny?” 

“Why, yes, you may have a penny if you 
want it,” Mrs. Blair said placidly. “ You'll 
find my pocketbook in the left-hand corner of 
the top drawer of my bureau. Not the big 
top drawer — but the little top drawer — under 
the mirror — the left-hand one, remember, be- 
hind my veils.” 

Mrs. Blair walked through life, habitually 
incurious in regard to the psychological pro- 
cesses of her little daughter. Not so, Uncle 
Jim. He was always asking Janey questions. 
Perhaps it was because he was a novelist. As 
Mrs. Blair left the room, he took up the cate- 
chism just where she had left off. 

“What did you want the five-dollar gold- 
piece for, Janey?” he asked, interrupting his 
little niece in what promised to be aerial exit. 

“Oh, nothing,” Janey said. “ You see Elsa 
Morgan’s uncle in Buffalo has just sent her a 
five-dollar gold-piece for her birthday. It’s 
awfully pretty. So I thought I’d like to have 
one too. I didn’t ’spect I’d get it though, for I 
most always ask for something I can’t have. 
Then I met Nora McCarty, and her brother in 
New York’s just sent her a quarter. So I 
thought if I couldn’t have the five-dollar gold- 
piece, I’d like a quarter. I couldn’t have that 
either. But I don’t mind —a penny’s just as 
good.” Janey started her little wings — which 
is to say her slender arms and legs — and re- 
sumed her biplanal flight. 

“The root of all evil seems to have thrust 
no tendrils into yon innocent heart,” Uncle 
Jim remarked to Martindale who, equally 
amused, had been following the dialogue. 
“ How goes the muckraking, Phil?” 
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“ Rotten!” answered Phil. “Jim, do you 
ever get stopped by your inability to put your 
own convictions into words?” 

“ Bromide, leave my house!” Uncle Jim 
commanded languidly. “ About a hundred 
times a day.” 

“Oh, shut up! I’m not talking divine affla- 
tus or any of that rot. I mean — see here — 
you’re convinced of the thing yourself, and yet 
when you get it into words it doesn’t ring 
right.” 

“Then you’re not really convinced. The 
trouble with you, Phil,” Uncle Jim went on, 
“is that you have absolutely no sense of humor 
when you take your muckrake in hand. Not 
but that yeu’re witty as the deuce. And not 
but that you’ve plenty of sense of humor on 
your personal side. What I mean to say is 
that you’ve never yet laughed at the people or 
the things you’ve attacked. And, believe me, 
Phil, you’ll never pull off a big piece of work 
until you do.” 

“Oh, slush!” Mr. Martindale interpolated. 

“You’re too unmitigated and ferocious,” 
Uncle Jim went on cheerfully. ‘ You don’t use 
a rake — you use a club with nails in the end.” 

“You bet your life I do,” Mr. Martindale 
said with a gleeful satisfaction. Short, blue- 
eyed, topped with a wig-like mop of curly 
flaxen hair, his slenderness made him almost 
boylike beside Mr. Blair’s twinkling, iron- 
gray, middle-aged bulk. In point of fact, 
though, he was Uncle Jim’s junior by only 
five years. “ You wait until I get through with 
this tainted-money push,” he continued. “I’m 
going over them with a barbed wire currycomb. 
For of all the pirates, horse-thieves, yeggs, 
second-story men — and then some!” he con- 
cluded weakly, as Janey cyclonically reentered 
the room. 

“Tt wasn’t behind your veils,” she said, “ it 
was under your gloves, but I — where’d mother 
go?” 

“Qh, Janey, you’re going over to the vil- 
lage. Do you think you could pay a bill for 
me?” asked Mr. Martindale. 

“ Of course I could, Mr. Martindale,” Janey 
answered loftily. “ I often pay bills for mother 
— that is, she writes everything down and puts 
the money in an envelope.” 

“All right!” said Mr. Martindale. “Tl 
put the bill and five dollars in this thick en- 
velope with a rubber band about it — see. Mr. 
Mallon will give you twenty-five cents in 
change. Now you and Caroline may spend five 
cents each. Then put the fifteen cents back in 
the envelope. Do you know how much five 
cents is?” 

“ Well,” Janey admitted, “I always get the 
five-cent pieces and the ten-cent pieces all 
mixed up — it seems to me that the five-eent 
pieces ought to be more because they’re bigger. 
But Nora’s going too and she won’t make any 
mistake.” 

“ Nora?” Mr. Martindale asked. 

““ She’s one of that gang of six ehildren from 
the East Side that the farmers are boarding 
here,” Mr. Warriner explained. “ You remem- 
ber I told you about that Settlement House 
scheme.” 

“Oh, goody,” Janey was in the meantime 
saying to the round-eyed Caroline. “ We never 
had so much money except on the Fourth of 
July and then we never really spent it ourselves 
for somebody always went with us and carried 
it in a pocketbook.” 

Nora McCarty, perched on the stone which 
marked the entrance to the driveway, tran- 
quilly awaited their coming. Nora was a tall 
girl of twelve. Tallowy and thin, she was as 
obviously a product of the city, as freckled 
little Janey and berry-brown little Caroline of 
the country. 

“ Did you get the five-dollar gold-pieee ? ” she 
asked. 

“No,” Janey said regretfully, “I didn’t. 
But —” ; 

“Did you get the quarter?” 

“No,” said Janey. regretfully, “I didn’t. 
But —” 

“Say, ain’t your family the tight-wads!” 
Nora remarked in a critical spirit. “ Didm’t 
they come troo with nuttin’? ” 

Janey understood only dimly. Mystification 
was her constant state of mind when she was 
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«* Look out for pirates, highwaymen and such like ”’ 


This, to Janey’s great regret, was 
only when they met going to the 
Janey found Nora’s society fasci- 
For, to every convention that Janey 
ed as an immutable social law, Nora 
rgent. Uncle Jim ealled her a “ sul- 
Nora thought things that nobody else 
She said them as fast as they came 
mind. And she put them in a lan- 
| her own. On the subject of Scarsett 
thus Nora, as they started for 


ain’t it the dead old hole? Nuttin’ 
rom morning till night. Gee, I'll be 
1 the nut if I don’t go back to N’Yoik 
on. Why in N’Yoik it’s just wan thing 
1udder. The ice-cart and the hoikey- 
irt and hoidy-goidy man and then the 
r! Little old N’Yoik for mine. Aw, 
who’s here! Where’d the little wop 
rom, Janey?” 
little boy who’s erying,” Janey said, 
my Ferrero. I don’t know what you 
by a ‘ wop.’ ed 
a ginney,” Nora explained. 
I don’t know what a ‘ ginney’” is, 
aid sullenly. 
back up! 


wop’s 4 


” 


—a ‘ginney’s’ a dago.” 
shut her lips. But it was no use. 

ty rose and overwhelmed her. “ Well, 

know what a ‘ dago’ is,” she admitted 

ntly. 

’t 


t the limit — a ‘ dago’s’ an Eyetal- 


Tony is an Italian,” Janey said. 
t’s the matter, Tony?” 
subject of this discussion, a youth of 
six, was hanging over the fence of the 
At Janey’s ques- 


arallel streams of tears had worn paral- 
ite waterways. The rest of him was 


ily a pair of huge, black, velvety eyes, held 


sockets by a soppy mass of eyelashes. 


Pepi and Pietro and Giovanna and Giu- 


seppe are going to Paradise Park — and they 
won’t take me — and [’m waiting here — to see 
them go by,” Tony emitted between howls. 

“T think that’s perfickly drefile,’ Janey said 
wrathfully. “ Why won’t they take you, Tony?” 

“Because [I’ve got only tive cents,” Tony 
said, opening a dirty paw to prove his state- 
ment, but still howling industriously. “ And 
they’ve saved up enough money — and I want 
to g0-00-00 to0-00-00.” 

“Have you ever been to Paradise Park, 
Janey?” Nora asked. 

“Of course,” Janey said in a superior tone. 
“It’s the most wonderfulest place you ever 
saw, Nora. All the buildings are white and in 
the night, it’s lighted with colored lights, and 
there’s a pond with a pink fountain and real 
swans in it, and a beautiful lady, with no 
clothes on, dives from a great high place into 
the water, and there’s a circus, but you have 
to pay ten cents to go in, and a tent where they 
tell your fortunes, and a lovely lady, covered 
with beads and pink stuff on her face, told me 
I would marry a dark-complected gentlemum 
with eleven children. Oh, it was just like 
fairy-land.” 

Tony set up a fresh sob at each new item in 
Janey’s catalogue of wonders. Nora’s upper 
lip quivered like a rabbit’s. ‘“ Gee, why didn’t 
me brother draw me a bigger check,” she said 
regretfully. “Still,” she went on philosoph- 
ically, “ the hayseed where I board says I got- 
ter pick berries this afternoon. I'll take Para- 
dise Park in some day before I go. I bet Coney 
has it beat, though.” 

“T bet it hasn’t,” Janey said indignantly. 
“Once a lion got loose in Paradise Park and 
nearly ate everybody up.” 

At the thought of this unparalleled attrac- 
tion, Tony emitted a howl so long and sus- 
tained that there was no comforting him. 
When the little girls left, after a minute or 
two of vain remonstrance, he was still weeping. 

* Oh, here’s Mallon’s,” Janey said. “ Come 
in, Nora.” 


SUCCESS§ 


Mr. Mallon greeted them joeularly. “And 
what can I do for you this morning, Misg 
Blair?” 

“Mr. Martindale asked “me to pay a bill 
here,” Janey began importantly, removing the 
elastic band from the envelope. “ Here’s the 
bill, and here’s five dollars.” 

“All right! Al-I-l-] r-r-r-right! ” said Mr, 
Mallon. “ Two-seventy-five from five leaves 
two dollars and a quarter. I'll put the change 
back in the envelope, Janey. Look out for 
pirates, highwaymen and such like.” 

“Yes, Mr. Mallon,” Janey said obediently. 
“ But I guess you’ve made a mistake. Mr. 
Martindale said that bill was four dollars and 
seventy-five cents, and you’d put twenty-five 
cents into the envelope.” 

“ Well you tell Mr. Martindale,” Mr. Mallon 
said, “that he’s just like all the rest of them 
litery fellows that come down here — kinder 
absent-minded and unpractiecal. That bill’s 
two-seventy-five as plain as the nose¢on your 
face, although I did make it a four first and 
then changed it to a two. You tell him for me 
that we'll all be cutting coupons off him if he 
don’t look at his bills a little closer.” 

“ Yes, Mr. Mallon! ” Janey docilely took the 
envelope. When they were outside, “Say, 
Janey, what are you going to buy with the two 
dollars?” Nora asked. 

What was she going to buy with the two 
dollars? That was a new idea. “Why I 
wasn’t going to do anything with it,” Janey 
answered as one who had already considered 
and decided this point. “ I was going to bring 
it back to Mr. Martindale.” 

3ring it back! ” Nora said in the extreme 
of patronizing seorn. “ Aw gee, ain’t you the 
mutt! Bring it back! Why, don’t you know 
that money belongs to you?” 

“ Belongs to me,” Janey repeated with an 
intonation, electric with surprise. “ Why, 
Nora, how ean it?” 

“ Easiest thing you know,” Nora asserted. 
“ Now if somebody gives you some money to 
do an errand and it don’t come to as much as 
they expected, then you take the extra change. 
Sure you do! Why, don’t I know?” she went 
on with an increasing volume of moral indig- 


“nation, as Janey’s expression continued to 


question this statement. “Why, don’t me 
brother, the bell-hop, always take the extra 
change and don’t me brother, the messenger 
boy, do the same and don’t me father tell 
them to do it?) Me Michael makes five dollars 
extra that way some weeks.” 

“ But, Nora!” Janey stopped and thought 
hard. She was finding all this evidence fairly 
overwhelming and yet, somewhere in the logic 
there was a flaw. For an instant she chased it 
futilely about in her thoughts; it always eluded 
her. “If it is mine oughtn’t I to put it in the 
bank — you know mother and I are saving up 
for a bicycle?” 

“ Aw biecyele nuttin Nora said in ac- 
cents fairly impassioned with conviction. 
“Spend the money while you got it. Be a 
sport! See here, Janey,” she added with one 
of those expansive bursts of generosity to 
which, in the case of other people’s funds, we 
are all susceptible, “ Why don’t you give the 
little ‘wop’ enough to take him to Paradise 
Park?” 

“ Why that’s what I’ll do,” Janey said with 
a beaming face. ‘“ Nora, if Mr. Martindale 
gave me five dollars and told me to take five 
cents for me and five cents for Caroline and 
the bill that he thought was four dollars and 
seventy-five cents was, really and truly, two 
dollars and seventy-five cents and I am bring- 
ing back fifteen cents and I give Tony fifty 
cents, how much is left for me to spend?” 

“Oh, gee,” said Nora. “ Hand me that one 
at a time, will you?” 

Janey complied. And considering every- 
thing, Nora solved this problem in higher 
mathematics with lightning rapidity. 

“ One dollar and sixty cents,” she announced 
finally. 


ed 


The next morning Mr. James Martindale 
found himself in fine writing fettle. His type- 
writer began to clack busily fifteen minutes 
after breakfast. Twelve o’clock came and a 
first draft of his article lay completed on his 
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desk. Before going down-stairs Mr. Martin- 
dale read his peroration — read it and smacked 
his lips over it. 

“What is our final decision in regard to 
these gentlemen of the tainted money? Is 
there anything that can be said in excuse, 
aught that can be urged in extenuation? We 
have looked at the matter from every point of 
view and we find—nothing. Can we even 
dignify them by comparison with the high- 
waymen of an older time? For those gentry 
robbed only the rich and — it has been said — 
gave often to the poor. How about the finan- 
cial foot-pads on the highway of our modern 
industrial life? We find there no such miti- 
gating nobility. For they rob only the poor. 
It is true, that, in a certain left-handed way, 
they may be said to give back to the poor — 
jn those numerous gifts to charities and educa- 
tional institutions which have already been 
considered. But here again we must look for 
the motive. Are these gifts really gifts or are 
they monuments to a vainglory? No, we can 
find no excuse for them. Barnacles on the 
ship of state, festers on the body of the com- 
monwealth, they stand our chief obstacles 
to illumination, enlightenment, progress and 
freedom.” 


Mr. Martindale put his manuscript down, 
ran lightly down the stairs and joined the 
group on the piazza. 

It was an attractive group. 

Pretty, blond Mrs. Blair, in a soft blurred 
muslin of rose and black, worked at her filet 
lace. Mrs. Benton swung in the comfortable 
Gloucester hammock, her glance turning at 
regular intervals to brother who slept in his 
blue bassinet. Mr. Warriner puffed comforta- 
bly at his pipe, a pitcher of lemonade at his 
elbow. Down by the fairy pond, a bobbing 
flaxen head and a bobbing brewn one indicated 
that Janey and Caroline were engaged in one 
of their mysterious games. 

Mr. Martindale inserted himself into the 
Indian chair, finding pipe and tobacco to his 
hand on one of its broad arms. He puffed for 
a few moments in silence. “ Oh, say,” he said 
suddenly, “ didn’t I hear Caroline crying in 
the night?” : 

“She was sick about an hour,” Mrs. Benton 
explained. ‘“ Only tummy-upset.” 

“ Janey was restless too,” Mrs. Blair said. 
“She wasn’t sick exactly, but she tossed and 
turned and talked in her sleep all night long. 
I can’t think of anything that could have made 
them sick. Surely there was nothing harmful 
in that blane-mange dessert.” 

“ No,” Mrs. Benton agreed. “ As far as that 
goes, the children hardly ate a mouthful for 
dinner. I couldn’t force anything into Caro- 
line.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Blair philosophically, “I 
suppose we must expect: these kickups about 
once in so often. But it does seem queer that 
the two children should be sick together. Why 
here’s Mrs. Dean —I didn’t see you coming, 
Laura — you must have come down over the 
cliff. Mr. Martindale, let me introduce you to 
Mrs. Dean. Mr. Martindale, Mrs. Dean.” 

Mrs. Dean bowed. ‘She shook hands with 
Uncle Jim and Mrs. Benton. Then she set- 
tled her big, wholesome bulk of blond woman- 
hood into the steamer-chair and with a sigh 
of relief. accepted the fan and the glass of 
lemonade which Mr. Warriner.offered. “It’s so 
hot the moment you get out of the shade,” she 
explained, “and I’m so tired. Ethel was sick 
all yesterday afternoon and part of the night.” 

“Oh, you poor thing!” sympathized Mrs. 
Blair. “You know Ethel, Marcia, she’s that 
darling little thing that lisps so. What’s the 
matter with her, Laura?” 

“Oh, nothing serious — sick at her stom- 
ach. It seems that she and Janey and Caro- 
line went on a prolonged spree yesterday — 
Janey bought her a whole bag of candy. Janey 
is the most generous little thing I ever saw — 
I think she’d give her head away if it wasn’t 
fastened to her shoulders.” 

“T believe that’s what’s the matter with our 
children,” Mrs. Blair said with a gleam of in- 
tuition. “Don’t you remember, Mr. Martin- 
dale, you gave them each five cents and I gave 
them a penny?” 
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«« Will I have to go to prison?”’ 


The talk ranged desultorily over neighbor- 
hood interests for a quarter of an hour. 

“Well, I must be getting back to my suf- 
fering offspring,” Mrs. Dean said at last. “I 
held her hand the whole morning and now I 
guess I’ve got to read to her. Here’s Mrs. 
Elliston coming up the drive.’ I must go. If I 
wait until she gets here, I'll stay an hour.” 

“T never saw such a conscientious mother 
as that girl is,” Mrs. Blair commented. “ Eth- 
el’s her only child and she just lives for her. If 
anything happened to her, I don’t know — 
Good afternoon, Mrs. Elliston. Mr. Martin- 
dale, let me present you to Mrs. Elliston. Mr. 
Martindale, Mrs. Elliston. Do sit down, you 
poor child. This lemonade will cool you off. 
Did you ever see anything like the heat of 
that causeway ?” 

Mrs. Elliston was little and pretty and 
brown. Great dark circles under her eyes 
seemed to accent a certain fretful childlike 
quality of her personality. She shook hands 
with Mr. Martindale, greeted the more famil- 
iar members of the circle, gave herself up 
finally to monologue. 

“ Mr. Elliston told me to tell you, Mr. Mar- 
tindale, that he’s coming over here to-night to 
quarrel frightfully with you about that last 
article in The Moment. But I won’t quarrel 
with you. If there’s anything I hate it’s an 
infant industry. I say give it an inch and it 
becomes a trust. Girls, don’t I look like a 
string? —I feel like one. I was up all night 
with John. I never had such a time with him 
in my life — sick to his stomach. About two I 
called Doctor Robinson. But I couldn’t get 
him. Mrs. Robinson say there’s a perfect epi- 
demic of tummy-upset to-day — she said three 
other children, Nanny Phelps and Bee Boland 
and little Jo Harris were sick all night long. 
Doctor Robinson didn’t get a wink of sleep. 
And that reminds me, Mrs. Blair, will you ask 


Janey — I’m begging this of all the parents — 
not to offer John any more candy. Janey’s the 
soul of generosity. And yesterday afternoon 
she took John into Simpson’s and gave him 
two ice-cream sodas and a big bag of candy. 
That wouldn’t have been so bad, but it seems 
she finished him off with half a dozen pickle 
limes. But don’t think I’m finding any fault 
with Janey. Mr. Elliston and I are both so 
crazy about her, I’ll buy her this moment if 
you'll sell her to me.” 

Mrs. Blair said, “ Why certainly, Mrs. Ellis- 
ton, I'll speak to her about it.” Mrs. Blair 
talked with unusual vivacity during the rest 
of the call. But at moments her manner be- 
came a little distrait. And their pretty caller 
had hardly moved out of ear-shot before, “ How 
could Janey have spent so much money?” she 
burst out. “ Eleven cents would never pay for 
two ice-cream sodas and all that candy and 
those pickle limes.” She gazed blankly at her 
trio of listeners who, equally blank, gazed back 


at her. But before anybody spoke, “ There’s 
the telephone,” she exclaimed. “I'll answer 
it.” 


She returned to the piazza, a look of utter 
perplexity on her face. “ Why, it was Mr. 
Ferrero,” she said. “ You know, Jim, the 
Italian that has the little greenhouse on the 
lower road. He wanted to thank me because 
Janey gave Tony —that’s the youngest boy, 
Marcia, the one with the wonderful eyelashes— 
fifty cents to go to Paradise Park yesterday. 
Fifty cents! Why, Janey never had fifty cents 
in her life. What do you suppose it means?” 

Again nobody answered. But. everybody’s 
face grew slightly serious. 

“Call her up,” Mr. Warriner said, “ we'll 
put her through the third degree.” 

Mrs. Blair marched into the house and rang 
the dining-room bell furiously. Janey and 

[Continued on page 46] 

















Mending Broken Men 


1 Prison that is Founded Upon Honor, Self- Respect and 
the Dignity of Useful Labor in the Open Air 


By GeorGe CREEL 


NEE EX TE road camp—a clean, 


© orderly collection of white 
tents—dotted a great pine 
grove at the foot of the 
mountain. Among the 
convicts, trooping in from 
the day’s work, were mur- 
derers, forgers, train rob- 
bers, burglars and all the 
crime. 

ranch, some miles away, the 
» cider mill was a “life timer,” 
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hat-not of 








ose men! 


that sort. of 


nvicts Packing Fruit in a Prison Ranch. 


a peacock over the warden’s praise 
pple vinegar. Of the men that sang 
eated in the orchards and alfalfa fields, 

under the heading, “ desperate 

The very boy that drove us had 

his hands ‘and was “in for life.” 

ok, all anxiety while awaiting judg- 

his mince pie, had committed a ter- 

rime, and the youthful waiter, who 

begged our opinion of some pathetic 
il, was doing “twenty to thirty.” 

a single man in stripes! Nowhere 
ned guard! Working on ranches and 
fifty and one hundred miles away from 

nitentiary—in no manner distinguish- 
from free labor —just one thing stood 
en these men and escape. And that 
word of honor” they pledged 
irden when he gave them chance to leave 
d cells for healthful, helpful work in 


is the “ 


pen alr. 


in the penitentiary itself, crouched 
nd ugly under jagged granite cliffs at 
City, there was this same sense of sun 
hope and courage, the same startling 
e of those angers, hates and dull de- 
that mark the average prison. 
riminal nature!” As Thomas T. Ty- 
he young warden of the Colorado State 
ntiary, propelled his sturdy bulk into 
tomobile, his merry Irish face lost its 
smile, and he fairly snarled the words. 
t’s the kind of talk that makes me sick. 
you, there isn’t any! Come right down 
and this thing they call ‘ criminal na- 
s only human nature at its worst. Look 
Take ’em one at a time. Hon- 
goodness, I’ve been on many a camp- 


rip with fellows that weren’t half as fine 
likeable and square. 
e, I tell them that the real ‘ criminal prob- 


When theorists talk 


is to get rid of these criminologists that 


he people with a lot of solemn dope about 


nal eyes, criminal ears, criminal mouth, 
stuff. It’s all. poppycock. 
shave that shock -head of yours, take off 


} 


ollar and tie, put yourself.in a ticking 


and the average. criminologist would 
with joy at the sight. Not long since 


a man came in who had all the beauty of a 
Christ picture, but after the barber and tailor 
got through with him, he looked the kind of 
a fellow we hate to meet on a dark night. 

“Ever hear that story,” he continued, 
“ about the lawyer who took his wife to court ? 
After she had looked around a minute, she 
gave a sudden shudder. ‘ My,’ she whispered, 
‘what an awful creature the prisoner is!’ 

“¢Sh-h-h!’ her husband hissed. 
oner hasn’t come in yet. That’s the judge.’ 

“That’s what this criminology business 
does for us. It establishes hard and fast pre- 
conceptions in the average mind, and makes 
for instinctive prejudices and fake conclu- 
sions. Every man who gets arrested is neces- 
sarily a criminal, the place for criminals is 
the penitentiary, and the purpose of the peni- 
tentiary is punishment. It’s all wrong. His- 
tory doesn’t hold an instance where cruelty 
ever cured an evil. There was a time when 
offenders against the law were hanged on gib- 
bets along the roadside. We've gotten away 
from that wicked stupidity, but we still cling 
to the idea of some extreme punishment that 
will beat goodness into bad men.” 

“ As I understand it, your system — ” 

“System!” Warden Tynan’s interruption 
sounded like a tire explosion. “ Always some 
word to boggle over. It’s because we all sit 
around waiting for somebody to draw up a 
system or present a program that we don’t 
get anywhere. Words! Words! They fall 
on individual endeavor like a wet blanket, 
and keep each man from hustling out, using 
his head and heart, and doing his level best 
to better the conditions at hand. I haven’t 
got any system. I don’t want any. When 
I took this job, a lot of knockers asked what I 
knew about ‘criminal nature. I told ’em I 
didn’t know a dad blamed thing. But after 
years of commercial traveling, rubbing up 
against all sorts of people, I felt that I did 
know human nature, and was perfectly will- 
ing to let it go at that.” 

Tom Tynan, let it be explained, was a 
“drummer” at the time of his appointment. 
Governor Shafroth, sick to death of graft and 
mismanagement in connection with state in- 
stitutions, wanted a warden who would con- 
duct the penitentiary with the same measure 
of honesty, efficiency and competency that pri- 


‘ The pris- 


Ute Pass Road Camp near Green Mountain Falls. 


SUCCESS 


vate business demands. And so he waved the 
organization to one side, turned down the 
eager horde of loyal workers, and named Tom 
Tynan. 

The confidence was not misplaced. In the 
first month, the young warden poked a stubby 
forefinger into a thousand and one dark holes 
of graft. He found that the ground had not 
even been broken for buildings that were re- 
ported in process of erection — that the peni- 
tentiary had paid for more coal than had been 
received for the use of all Cafion City — that 
there was no check on sales or purchases, and 
that prices were what the favored merchant 
chose to ask — that the prison, in fact, was re- 
garded as legitimate loot by a certain select 
coterie. He went to work and smashed that 
“»rison ring” to the fineness of a “ busted 
incandescent lamp.” He started accurate 
bookkeeping, called for bids on every purchase, 
and bought and sold in the open market. Af- 
ter securing contractors’ estimates on the cost 
of new buildings and various repairs, he joy- 
fully “sicked ” competent convicts on the dif- 
ferent jobs, and did the work for about one- 
tenth of what it would have cost had he let 
it out. A “life timer” drew plans for the 
new hospital, carpenters and masons taught 
others the secret of skill in stone and wood, 
and this beautiful new building, which other- 
wise would have cost the state $75,000, was 
finished for $15,000. 

He screened the entire prison, freeing con- 
victs from the wretchedness and danger of 
infectious diseases carried by flies, replaced 
leaky roofs, sold broken stoves and rusty pipes 
to the junk dealer, and installed modern heat- 
ing and plumbing; sent rutted flagging to the 
hog pens for feeding platforms, and saved the 
cost of the new concrete floorings and walks 
in brooms alone. And all of this work was 
done by the men themselves, the entire insti- 
tution being repaired and improved at a mini- 
mum cost to the taxpayer. 

He reorganized the tailor shops and kitch- 
ens, gave the prisoners warmer, better-fitting 
clothes and improved the food. Drunken, in- 
efficient keepers, with no recommendation save 
political “ pull,” were discharged, and orders 
given that there should be no more striking 
or cursing, but that all offenses against dis- 
cipline must be reported to the warden for his 
action. Armed guards were banished from 
within the walls, as Warden Tynan believed 
that this constant threat incited violence. He 
threw dark cells open, unlocked dungeons, and 
let it be understood that the day of the 
“square deal” was on. Sunday “ audiences” 
were instituted, and every prisoner with re- 
quest or complaint was allowed to come before 
the warden and “ make his talk.” Within a 


month he had knives on his desk that had 
been sharpened in secrecy and hate — laid 
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there by men from whom the weight of re- , 
yenge had been lifted. 
With reference to the “criminal problem,” 
“+9. much can any warden do. And so much 
‘ean any governor do, for the world is full of 
Tynans. They are not found, however, among 
‘ . pallot-box stuffers and saloon bosses, and it is 
; from these, too often, that governors choose 
; their office holders. 
: f But Tom Tynan didn’t stop at “ cleaning 
: ‘up” penitentiary conditions. As he worked, 
t ‘his vision grew, and his mind sung with new 
1 and big ideas. Now the penal laws of Colo- 
t rado are very sane and amazingly humane. pres 
s In the first place there is the “ indeterminate es A 
t sentence.” Instead of being sent to the peni- ae —ehigg. 
t tentiary for a definite term of years, as in most pet ; 
1 other states, the offender is given a minimum a 
8 and maximum, that is, from: one to three, or 
‘ six to ten, or twenty to thirty. If he conducts 
ji himself in model fashion, he wins one month 
t “oood behavior time” during the first year, 
two months in the second year, three in the’ 
‘ third, and so on. At the expiration of his min- 
e imum sentence, minus “ good behavior time,” 
t he is released on parole. But he continues the Red Hill in the Foreground, Showing Roadway Constructed by Prisoners. 
e ward of the state. On the first of every month 
t in the first year, and every three months Ask Warden Tynan, and he will tell you labor against the $225,000 appropriated for the 
, thereafter until final release, he must report that he has had his chief trouble with upkeep of the penitentiary, practically $91,- 
e his occupation, surroundings and prospects to “ hoboes.” He has found the petty offenders 496 profit from an institution that is usually 
) the warden. If he fails, an order for his re- | —“ jellybacks,” he calls them —not half so regarded as so; much dead weight —and all 
arrest goes forth, and he is brought back tothe susceptible to reclamation as the so-called accomplished without interference with free 
\- penitentiary to serve his maximum sentence. “desperate criminals” and not nearly so _ labor and without capitalizing the helplessness 
f The Colorado law also permits the employ- worthy of trust. of the prisoners. 
d ment of prisoners on outside work, and for During 1909-1910 fifty miles of road were Of the seven hundred and odd men in the 
3 all labor performed “ on honor of trust” away  built—splendid scenie stretches — almost penitentiary, a daily average of three hundred 
t- from the penitentiary, an additional ten days half blasted out of solid rock. These great have been employed outside the walls, coming 
ie of “ good time” is allowed. There is no sug- thoroughfares cost the taxpayers only $56,700, to strength and decency and self-respect in the 
() gestion of the contract system in this, the an amount that included the cost of ten over- sun and wind. and enabled to go back into the 
is moving idea having been to work state pris- seers, feed of teams, and the purchase of world without prison pallor or furtive eye 
is oners on highways, thereby giving them an $3,788 worth of horses, tools and equipment Again, with reference to the “ intel 
1- outdoor life and at the same time building — that reverted to the state. Had the work been problem,” as much as this can be done by any 
i- roads that could not otherwise have been af- done by contract, the cost would have been state. Colorado conditions are not peculiar 
forded. It was under this law that Tom $212,160, so that the convicts practically and these laws can’ be adopted by any omn- 
l- Tynan set sail for big results. Under other earned $155,460 on the road work alone. monwealth without any great change or clash 
ig administrations, only a comparatively small Holding that farm labor came under the The New England eriminal. in his pease 
1- number of “short timers” have been given meaning of the law, Warden Tynan com- differs little from the Western criminal aad 
7e this privilege of road work. Warden Tynan’ menced renting ranches on the “half-crop” any plan that reclaims the one will Sn suc- 
rs changed all this. Wherever a county wanted plan. At the present time he is farming seven  ¢essful with the other. : 
4 a road built, and was willing to make an ap- hundred and fifty acres. Upon taking.charge Mending broken men, instead of shattering 
s- propriation to cover the necessary additional he found a drove of sixty hogs and a small {hem into still more useless bits a ail a re- 
is expense, he put out his road camp, and started bunch of chickens. He added some blooded form made possible = oeetntin wed pAbvies “Pe Res 
m the work. And in selecting his men he paid swine to the drove, purchased an incubator jyt big  aeaaelieals idea. workable Sea Nera, 
od absolutely no attention at all to length of sen- and selected convicts to “boss the job.” The But it is in what he hopes to do, rather 
le tence or nature of crime, but took them as earnings from these sources—farms, pens than in what he has done that the young war- 
id they were pushed forward by his system of and brooderies—for the biennial period end-  gen’s chief importance conlie lies. Bowling 
ne graded rewards. This plan, carefully laid, ing December 1, 1910, were $38,000 in-cash, along in the machine between ‘nha camps 
“ye enabled him to study each prisoner, determine and $16,290 in consumed products. ad canthiss: “sy waliade tain aileant isn ie | 
e- his character and reliability and decide just The amount saved to the state during the veloped his Sie ail eal sae penitentiary should 
re how far he could be trusted. As a conse- same period by having the prisoners repair 6 and what penal servitude should yeaa H 
a quence there are eight “life timers” on the and build in and around the penitentiary was dimen perhaps but the kind that sai dd hie 
ad road, and “border terrors” work side by side $106,746, so that it will be seen that Warden  gyeams come true A builder of air chiglen i 
id with petty offenders from the city. Tynan balances a total of $316,496 in cash and maybe, but wah. Conidations dais aot i 
Such men, dynamie couplings of idealism and iH 
achievement, are leading the sane and suc- i] 
cessful revolt against the “ practicability ” i) 
that .is unimaginative, the “ conservatism” iH 
that is stupidity and tradition. In increasing i 
numbers they .are throwing off the dead i 
weights of customs and precedent — they call i 
from community to community — fast-form- i 
ing groups lock shoulders — and out of it all | 
is a. national movement pushing forward to i 
efficiency and fairness and to the fraternity { 
preached by Christ. i 
“ After all, what is a penitentiary but the 
human record of society’s own crimes and 
failures?” He waved an emphatic arm at i 
the mountain’s amazing harmony of colors i 
—at the pastel tints of horizon and plain. i 
“ Would God have taken such pains to make | 
the world beautiful if He had meant to put 4 
evil into the hearts of men? The prison, with f 
its .wretched “huddle of unfortunates, is the } 
result of our own greeds, rapacities, cruelties t 
and ignorances.. Slums,: saloons, predatory Ht 
wealth, social’and industrial injustices, debas- ff 
ing environments, lack of opportunity, corpo- \ 
ration corruption — these things make crime 
and criminals. We must get at the social and 
economic causes — remove the curse of invol- 
untary poverty — equalize opportunity — ” his 
voice trailed off into a mumble, and he sat 
silent for a bit. 
Ninety Convicts are Worked from this Camp. [Continued on page 38.) 











A Little Dream of Empire 


A Tragic Episode of the Mexican Revolution 


Preceded by a Letter and an Editorial Explanation 


L Centro, Can., March 9, 1911. 


fence marks the last of the 
frontier in the desert of the Colo- 
ne between California and Lower 
On the north side of the fence 
s have stood and watched a revolu- 
the south side. They 
town taken by insurgents, men 
government buildings burned, 
have shaken hands with rebel gen- 
iss the fence. They have seen troops 
retake the town and retire de- 
after watching a battle and lis- 
the hum of bullets through an 
, they have gone to their homes 
r peaceful affairs, as from a show, 
| of the curtain of night. 
f the little towns of the Imperial 
rth of the barb-wire fence, the edi- 
cal paper was reading his proofs, 
ely glanced up as a young man in 
corduroy entered the room and 
papers carelessly upon the table 
Ow 
aps you may want to print that; if 
waste-basket is big.’ The young 
‘ke the words curtly, turned and 
vay, and the editor looked neither at 
the papers he had left, but retained 
impression from his cursory glance 
fellow was young, roughly dressed, 
ily a sort of hobo. Wanderers of 
previously rare in the desert, had 
in numbers since the waves of war 
in breaking against the barb-wire 
nd they were drifting back and forth 
line. 
the day’s work was done, the editor 
p the manuscript so negligently left, 
it. And then he went out upon 
ts of El Centro, and searched for 


CLs Ol 


in corduroy, but with little hope of 


wire 


roYgTess on 





finding him, for he had not fixed face or 
form in his memory and there was no sig- 
nature to the manuscript. 
futile. 

The editor took the manuscript across the 
street to the editor of the other local paper, 
and they agreed that it was not country 
newspaper “ stuff,” and that it would be un- 
fair to the unknown author of “A Little 
Dream of Empire” to accept his careless 
gift and let his story live but a brief hour 
and be buried in their files with the news of 
the day. 

This is all that we know of the origin of 
the story. It is a vivid sketch of Mexicali 
and the Mexican insurrection, and if it is 
as good a tale as we think it is, it is worthy 
a larger audience than we can command for 
it. We have retained one page of the origi- 
nal manuscript, substituting a typewritten 
page, that we may identify the author cer- 
tainly if a claimant ever appears in answer 
to the advertisements we shall publish to 
attract his attention. If no claimant shall 
appear and prove his claim within a reason- 
able time, your check for the story shall be 
given to the Red Cross, which is caring for 
tle wounded of both sides, who are brought 
to the barb-wire fence, delivered to the 
American troopers on guard at the line, and 
taken to the hospital in Calexico, the Ameri- 
can border town. 

ALLEN KELLy, Imperial Valley Press. 
A. D. Mepucrst, Daily Free Lance. 


The search was 


This is the letter just as we received it, 
and here follows the story. We have for- 
warded our check in payment for it to Mr. 
Kelly, with permission, in case he fails to 
find the unknown author w'thin a reasonable 
time, to turn it over to the Red Cross Society. 


Titt Epitors. 


SUCCESS 





SS-SORSeeeener fF I were a philosopher I 
a a might reflect. As it is, I 
@ shall tell the story simply. 
G @ There isn’t much to tell; 
| I a just the events of a few 
& is days, the futile aspirations 
Ss g of a human pawn on the 
ieee chessboard of Destiny. It 


is a bit of true pathos in 
a mosaic of farce; a tragedy of a comic-opera 
revolution. 

It happened at Los Cuerros, which, if you 
look upon the map, is somewhere just across 
the imaginary line which separates the United 
States from the land of Manana. Los Cuer- 
ros consists in the main of about half a hun- 
dred buildings given to the drinking’ of strong 
liquors and the playing of games of chance. 
Then there are the dwellings of our sisters in 
searlet and other buildings which are devoted 
to purposes worse than any of these. For the 
land to the north made an effort to be decent, 
and many things, driven across the border, 
made here their last camp. The place is a 
depét for smugglers of coolies and opium, and 
a refuge for petty offenders whose malfeasance 
never rose to an importance justifying extra- 
dition. 

Near the border is the custom house in the 
hands of Mexican government officials, a sleek, 
fat-jowled set who wring bribes from the rich 
and blood from the poor with equal avidity. 
Then on the barren plain which surrounds the 
town are the wretched mud huts of the cho- 
los. How they eke out an existence in so in- 
hospitable an environment, God only knows or 
seems to care. But this I know: when the 
cattle were butchered the poor came to the 
abattoir — grizzled old men, lean-faced wom- 
en and smiling children — and carried off the 
offal, every scrap of it, for food. All this, but 
no more than this, is Los Cuerros. There is 
not a residence worthy the name, not a build- 
ing devoted to the more legitimate pursuits 
of commerce, not a church, not a school. It 
is a nest of parasites on the desert; a town 
of two nations with the virtues of neither. 

But at the time I best know, it was hardly 
a s¢ene of gayety, however rough. ‘The garish’ 
lights no longer disputed the serene suprem- 
acy of the myriad stars, and the musical si- 
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lence was unbroken by the mechanical discords 
of the electric piano. Well I remember those 
nights of earth and sky and crisp cool air, 
when we heard only the stealthy tread of some 
marauder in our own ranks, or the incisive 
“(Quien vive?” of some unseen sentinel. For 
we of the Army of Liberation were in posses- 
sion. A strange admixture we; in truth more 
like an armed mob than an army. Outlaws 
from hoth sides of the border, Yaqui and peon, 
derelict and super-tramp, cowboy and adven- 
turer, socialist and maleontent — undrilled, 
undisciplined and without a leader worthy the 
name; but all intoxicated by freedom from the 
thousand restraints of organized civilization 
which had so long held us in check. 
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Among those who formed the group to 
which I belonged was a tall slender lad, who 
seemed to command attention without con- 
sciously demanding it. Lithe and dark and 
sinewy, his was the brow of the intellectual 
and the eye of the dreamer. As bloodthirsty 
as a young wolf, he had the deportment of a 
high-school boy; an adventurer with the mien 
of a cavalier; an outlaw with the imagination 
of a poet. We became acquainted one night 
as we paced a lonely beat side -by side. . That 
day we had passed through our. first skirmish, 
he and I in the same rifle-pit, and had laughed 
at the bullets and jeered at the enemy as we 
drank wine and smoked cigarettes of the loot 
of Los Cuerros. 
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But on the other side it was tragedy, real 
tragedy, for the soldiers of the Dictator, peace- 
ful little Mexican peasants who had been torn 
from their beloved families and their small 
ranches of maize and frijoles. Clad only in 
clothes of light cotton, with sandaled feet 
and straw sombreros, they had marehed over 
mountain and desert, through chilly nights 
and burning days. They had climbed rough 
boulder-strewn paths, and waded. canals in 
which, even on the desert in January, the 
water was icy cold. And with empty bellies 
and faint hearts they had arrived. One volley 
had they fired, then, withered by the fire from 
our rifle-pits, they had recoiled, only to be 

[Continued on page 41] 
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Those “Good Old Days” of the Drama 
Why our Stage Isn't What it Used to Be—and Why it Never Was 


By GLENMORE Davis 


Author of «¢ Our Billion Dollar Smile,’’ «« The Moving Picture Revolution,”’ etc. 


“The Golden Age Never Was The Present 
Age.” — Poor Richard’s Almanack. 


ne mean ROM time to time some 


ancient gentleman bursts 
} into print on the subject 
Fk of the Good Old Days of 
: the stage, wails over the 
‘ lamentable depreciation in 
o public tastes, raves about 
smenommccom™e What he is pleased to call 
“the classics” and won- 
ders in a spasm of hysteria what we all are 
coming to anyhow. These patriarchs of all 
ages doupvtless mean well, but why has _ it 
never occurred to them that their remarks 
are without originality? Don’t they recall 
that when they were young men and women, 
old folks used to sit about the tallow dips, 
lamenting the same old lamentations, emitting 
the same old nonsense? In nearly every in- 
stance these disconsolate friends are men and 
women of culture and refinement, and yet if 
they would reach around to a bookease, pull 
down any antique tome and turn over the 
pages, they would find that they are plagiariz- 
ing other old people who insisted on airing 
similar views in the winter of their lives. 
Why is it that the stage and home cooking 
are the only things that have consistently 
been on the decline for the last three hun- 
dred years? And why, if half what these old 
folks say is true. haven’t the dramatic and 
culinary arts reached the bottom by this time? 
Anybody with one good eye and recourse to a 
public library can ascertain with ease that 
ever since the advent of George Frederick 
Cooke in this country, bewhiskered pessimists 
have been comparing the contemporary stage 
with the one of a dead generation, to the great 
disparagement of the former. There must be 


x) rer WRar 


a limit, a bottom, a finish somewhere to the 
pit into which American theatricals have been 
tumbling for the last one hundred and ten 
years. If we are on the way to the demnition 
bow-wows and have been heading there since 
the days of Hallam, when are we due to ar- 
rive? 

An elderly and eminent critic, recently the 
author of an autobiography in which he was 
kind enough to make oceasional mention of 
Richard Mansfield, heads the present-day list 
of carping antiquarians. Out of key with all 
the rest of the literary orchestra, he seems 
to find the major output of living authors and 
playwrights juiceless, tasteless, insipid. Ib- 
sen, Sudermann, Hauptmann, D’Annunzio, he 
has never been able to commend. Our younger 
American authors do not hold a candle to the 
writers of yesteryear. “Mrs. Dane’s De- 
fense” left a bad taste in his mouth and an 
indifferent performance of “ Cymbeline ” drew 
a four-column adulatory review, a consider- 
able portion of which was devoted to praise 
of a relative who, at the time, was probably 
the worst living or dead actor in any country. 
“ Prejudiced ” is a mild word and an easy one. 
For many a year this scholarly gentleman has 
been prejudiced in favor of the people he liked 
and who liked him. The fact that most of 
them have preceded him to a land where it is 
hoped there is no stage, may explain his pref- 
erence for the past. If so, the same topsy- 
turvy reason may apply to other worshipers of 
the Good Old Days. 

The writer has lived not half so long nor so 
wisely as the man in question. He regrets 
that William J. Florence, Billy Burton, Sir 
Henry Irving, Mary Anderson and Dion 
Boucicault were not intimate friends of his, 
but gets a crumb of satisfaction from the 
knowledge that he is tied with the stage 


Nestor in that neither eyer shook hands with 
Shakespeare, Sir William Davenant, Con- 
greve, Moliére, Lope de Vega, Wycherley, Col- 
ley Cibber, Goldsmith or Richard Brinsley 
Sheridan. The author does know Eugene 
Walter, Wynchell Smith, Henry Arthur Jones, 
David Belasco and Augustus Thomas, and he 
admits a speaking acquaintance with Paul 
Armstrong and Channing Pollock. He be- 
lieves he knows a good play from a bad one, 
that he can tell efficient acting when he sees 
it and that he is quite capable of comparing 
To-day with Yesterday if literary remains fur- 
nish any basis for comparison. Incidentally, 
he does not believe in the Good Old Days; in 
fact, he is of the decided opinion that they 
never existed. And he thinks he can explain 
why old plays are not received as they once 
were, why they never will be and why they 
should not be — all without the aid of a con- 
federate or a net. 

For every lasting change in men and things 
there must be a reason —a fact that applies 
equally to governments, religions, fashions, 
scientific developments, literature, dramatic 
art and pies. Bromidic and axiomatic is also 
the law of supply and demand. This rule has 
always been in force and as long as it has ex- 
isted you can gamble that the demand has 
been the immediate paternal ancestor of the 
supply. Franklin discovered a means of haul- 
ing electricity out of the heavens, but if the 
world had felt no need of this mysterious elec- 
trical power, there would be no trolley-cars 
and no incandescent lamps to this day. To 
the pig-tailed Chinese we are indebted for 
gunpowder and the compass, but if there had 
been no demand for these interesting improve- 
ments we would still be hunting partridges 
with slung-shots and we would never depart 
willingly out of the sight of land. If some 
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prehistoric Columbus had not hit upon the 
wonderful idea that man could exist the year 


round in any fertile part of the earth end had 
not thus stumbled upon the necessity of wear- 
ng clothes through certain seasons we at this 
minute would be sitting in the shade of a fig 


tree 
the 


I nkevyvs., 


n some even and easy locality close to 
equator, throwing stones at the ring-tailed 
And if the bulk of the theater- 

ng publie, which, each year since ‘the days 

Eschylus had been growing better educated 

| better equipped to pick the wheat from the 
haff, had not decided that it preferred Pinero 
to Shakespeare and Ibsen to Sheridan, it 
ld have said so. Whenever the supply ex- 

the demand, something happens to the 

cer, and when this something fails to 
terialize, we ean take it for granted that 
consumers who created the demand are 

till hungry and are not dissatisfied with the 

d of victuals furnished them. 

Education is responsible for most of the 
mie changes of which we wot — educa- 
ind the amalgamation of the races which 

has been going on so rapidly since the period 

ize and diseovery created for England 

vast empire and brought about that fusing 

world’s blood so noticeable in the United 

State Once upon a time — and that not so 

ry long ago—the great majority of men 

| women in civilized countries could not 

write. In those days talk was the 

m of expression and the ears were the 

; through which most folk received in- 

ition. The great men of the world were 

ers and the most important messages — 

|, religious, philosophical — were deliv- 

ered by word of mouth by statesmen, prelates, 

learned doctors and actors. Since talk was 

the medium, talk of any kind directed to a 

crowd was of necessity burdened with a deal 

traneous matter introduced for a purpose. 

Every talker had a message for mankind. 

Every preacher, orator and playwright was a 

licist. There were fewer men of learning; 

efore talkers were in the minority, and 

talk, contrary to an ancient statement, was 

golden. Edueation cost a fortune. The poor 
nturies were listeners. 


d or 


The Age of Talk 


the tables are turned. The majority 
nd do read and write. Talk is cheap and 
people are influenced by it. The day of 
the orator is over. The lecture platform en- 
lists the efforts of mediocre rather than colos- 
The chureh no longer gets the 
m of young masculine mentality. Actors 
longer educators, because playwrights 
entertainers. And with the 
ve in talkers brought about by a change 
teners, there has come, not unnaturally, 
nee in talk. It is another exemplification 
e old law of supply and demand. Plays 
re a kind of talk. Their change in character 
1s coincident with the educational uplift and 
» in the market value of oratory. 
day there are only three classes of men 
find the vocal chords productive of great 
il results. They are after-dinner speak- 
rs who have goods to sell; actors who enter- 
n and singers who appeal to our esthetic 
tes. Patrick Murphy, David Warfield and 
Caruso are fair examples of these 


minds. 


! ve pecome 


+} 


I classes. 
That the stage is successful as it reflects 
re seems to be a demonstrated truth. 
That the world, its people and their customs 
have changed with years can not be gainsaid, 
Mr. Cicero’s remark still holds 
it would appear no more than right that 
_ which are the reflections of fluctuating 
should betray a corresponding muta- 


since 


1e unreasonableness of some of the so- 
lled reasoning by which the Palmy Days 
re proved to have existed (by the way, they 
lways were in the youth of the narrator — be- 
tween thirty and fifty years ago) is peculiar. 
bly “funny” is the better adjective. Be- 
Julius Cesar, Hannibal, Cyrus, Xerxes 
\lexander are considered better generals 

han Bismarek, Lee, Grant, Kitchener and 
KXuropatkin, the village debating society does 
of necessity believe that the science’ of 





_ won. 


war has not advanced during the Christian 
Era. John Marshall may have excelled our 
present Chief Justice as a judicial phenome- 
non, but that fact —if it is a fact — does not 
carry with it a proof of latter-day constitu- 


tional asininity on the part of our higher « 


courts of law. Rufus Choate may or may not 


have been an abler lawyer than his nephew * 


Joseph. If he was, are we to suppose the’ bar 
has gone to the dogs? 


ducats and fame, is no reason for jumping rash- 
ly at the conclusion ‘that “The Easiest Way ” 
isn’t ten times as good a play as “The Two Or- 
phans.” And the presence of Webster’s 7th of 


March speech in all Fourth Readers. does -not , 


Because Edwin Booth * 
‘had the better of E. H. Sothern in ability; | 





SUCCESS 


ways. There are libraries in Painted Post 
Jimtown, Medicine Hat and Steam Corners, 
The day of-the spellbinder has passed even in 
Killawog, N.-Y., and George M. Cohan is more 
acceptable than any Chautauqua lecturer in 
Providence, R.-I. About the pleasant fires in 
a hundred cities, you may hear of a wintry 
night, good-hearted old fellows telling the 
glories of Macready, Lawrence Barrett, the 
elder Sothern and Lydia Thompson. Just how 


» familiar they were withthe talents of the en- 


prove that apple pies were better in the 1850’s. 


than they are in 1911. 


Not that Alexander, Chief Justice Marshall, 


Mr. Booth and the pie of sixty years ago were 
not all right. Dear, no! 
tense correct. They used to be. 
will, you can nat bring them back. Perhaps 
it is just as well. Alexander would surely shy 
at an automatic magazine gun; old Mr. Mar- 
shall never could live through a corporation 
trial; Booth would have the jim-jams watch- 
ing a Hippodrome performance and the pies 
at Childs’ Restaurant are perfectly satisfac- 
tory, now that they are made by Standard Oil. 

To return for a moment to the Age of Talk. 
Things were done differently then. If you 
ean’t, possibly your father can remember a 
time when Henry Ward Beecher, William 
Lloyd Garrison, Charles Sumner and Roscoe 
Conkling were big men of the nation. Why? 
Because they were equipped with silver, gold 
and honey-coated tongues and the people loved 
to listen. The people also paid to listen. To 
be a preacher, a teacher or a political orator 
was the height of a young man’s ambition. 
When he went to the university, this young 
man bent his energies to win the prize in ora- 
tory and the brightest, ablest man generally 
Hence the Andrew D. Whites and the 
William H. Tafts of to-day. It paid well to 
be a good talker, and young men then as now 
were Jooking for financial as well as popular 
rewards for work well done. The best lawyer 
was a man of the Daniel Webster type—a 
clever mouther of well-sounding words. The 
best preacher was a pulpit Demosthenes. The 
great teachers were lecturers, and the student, 
instead of going to recitations where he took 
an active part in the proceedings, spent his 
collegiate days listening to an interminable 
series of vocal fireworks and his collegiate 
nights at his debating club where he tried to 
beat the record of Patrick Henry. The actor 
never felt so good as when he could walk to 
the apron of the stage and deliver a five-sided 
speech jammed with the muscle-rending, 
tear-compelling, heart-breaking, brain-fagging 
lines of “ Ingomar” or “ Spartacus.” The au- 
thor loved to write this stuff and the audience 
simply zeveled in it. When they read, they 
read speeches. The few who could write wrote 


from the tail of a cart, from the top of a- 


stump, from the hind side of a pulpit or from 
a lecture platform. 


Revised Edition of Webster 


Tf Daniel Webster were alive to-day and 
should carry on the way he did, he would be 
a legal curio, clad in hand-me-downs, an evan- 
gelical exhorter or a medicine man selling a 
five-dollar panacea to Maine farmers for the 
paltry sum of one dollar — absolute cure or 
money refunded. To make the Bunker Hill 
speech go to-day, he would need at least a good 
black-faced comedian, with a banjo to fill in 
the gaps when he was tapping the water pitch- 
er on the little table to his right. If he were 
wise —as he certainly was—he would do 
none of these things, but would confine his 
efforts to corporation arguments, would spend 
most of his time in his workroom, and when 
the vocal work became necessary, would hire 
for $50 a week a capable graduate of an Iowa 
debating school. 

You see the times really have changed. 
There is no doubting it. This is a work-a- 
day, meehanical age in which the talkers have 
little chance unless their words sell goods or 
entertain. We get our information in other 


But let’s get the, 
Try as you * 


tertainers of Yesterday is ‘a question. Whether 
or not they would prefer to patronize them 
now instead of Forbes Robertson, William 
Collier and Anna-Held is another question, 
Distant hills — well; you know how green they 
look, and absence certainly does give a fillip 
to fond recollections, doesn’t it? 


Some Good Live Dramatists 


Just as our utilitarian times reflect them- 
selves in a literature which is almost devoid 
of poetry, and in progress of a mechanical and 
industrial nature rather than in verbal pyro- 
technics, so they are mirrored on the stage as 
they actually are, instead of in the pompous, 
strutting fashion of the past. The changes in 
the drama are the changes in the times. Ed- 
win Booth, Edwin Forrest, John Gilbert, John 
Brougham, Lester Wallack, Laura Keene, 
Fanny Davenport, Charlotte Cushman, Mme. 
Modjeska, Mme. Janaushek, Joseph Jefferson 
are dead, but there are a lot of good actors 
alive. ‘“ Mazeppa” has been among the dra- 
matic discards for generations, but Eugene 
Walter had written two American plays better 
than any produced in the Western world dur- 
ing the history of the whole Booth family. 
Have you read any American dramatic pieces 
written prior to Bronson Howard? Eliminate 
Sheridan and Goldsmith and try to find a 
British playwright since Shakespeare who 
could hold a candle to Pinero. Belasco, Osear 
Wilde, Rostand, Ibsen, Collier, Sudermann, 


Tolstoi, Bernhardt, Jane Hading, Rejane, 
Julia Marlowe are not “has beens.” They 


are of the present. They are as good, if not 
better than their prototypes of past decades. 
They reflect the world as it is and they are 
all monumentally and deservedly successful. 

Fifty years ago there was not a worth-while 
playwright in America. To-day there are 
fiftv. Nor were the woods of those days filled 
with good actors. Edwin Booth, the best we 
have produced, once went on record as saying 
that the very actors and actresses who now 
loom up as the Macreadys and Siddonses of 
the Good Old Days were bad, very bad. He 
probably knew. Not every painting three hun- 
dred years old was made by an old master. 

The most interesting book on the early days 
of the American stage was written by W. B. 
Wood and published in 1854. Mr. Wood lived 
a life of distinction and usefulness up to the 
very time of his death and remembered plays 
and players as far back as 1797. He was no 
misanthrope, no pessimist, no cynic. He 
viewed the world through rose-colored glasses 
and yet was not free from the glamour of the 
Long Ago. In the preface of his “ Personal 
Recollections ” he remarks: “ Undoubtedly the 
stage has recently been in a miserable state.” 
He refers to the stage of the early fifties. Yet 
the actors and plays at which this remark 
must have been aimed are the subjects of 
adulatory chapters in Laurence Hutton’s 
“Plays and Players,” published in 1875. Who 
and what were they? Well, here are some 
names. 

To old Mr. Wood they reflected “ a miserable 
state.” To Mr. Hutton they brought back 
fond memories of “ Palmy Days.” Among the 
players were Henry Placide, Charles Burke, 
William FE. Burton, Mary Taylor (“Our 
Mary”), Frank Chanfrau, Joseph Jefferson, 
John Brougham, William J. Florence, the 
elder Hackett, E. L. Davenport, Davidge, Les- 
ter Wallack, Charles Woleot, John Owens, W. 
Il. Chippendale and Julia Dean. The plays 
of that * miserable time”? You would reeog- 
nize few of the titles. They were not good 
efiough to last despite the pleasant m®mories 
they called to the minds of the old gentlemen 
of thirty-five years ago. They must have been 

(Continued on page 4o | 
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ECMO R. CRAFTS peered over 

m the edge of his paper. He 
was a short, round-faced 
man, bald, with fresh col- 
or, and wore spectacles. 
He was in his shirt sleeves, 
and his feet, encased in 
5 ese stout socks, rested upon a 

chair. 

His sister-in-law viewed the public display 
of stockinged feet with disapproval; the great- 
est amount of déshabillé permitted her hus- 
band, as regarded his shoes, were elegant 
Romeo slippers. The general atmosphere of 
her sister’s family enraged her. With so 
many children and so little money she should 
have been anxious. She was as calm and 
placid as a pan of milk; young-looking, too. 
A countenance as innocent of worry or guile 
as that of the youngest baby was perched 
upon the top of her round motherly body. 

“T should think,’ began Mrs. Stratton 
again, but the words were blown from her 
mouth as by a strong wind. 

Wild yells were heard and the running of 
feet. The twins dashed past the sitting-room 
door and out of the front door, slamming it 
behind them, with Daniel hot upon their trail. 

“Mercy!” gasped Mrs. Stratton. “ Merey, 
what’s that?” 

“The children,” responded Mrs. Crafts 
mildly. 

“T know it’s the children,” snapped her sis- 
ter. “I don’t need to be told it’s the children. 
Why your nerves aren’t shattered, Susan —” 

“ That’s not noise,” said Dora. “ You ought 
to hear us when we’re really playing.” 

The twins were holding the door with all 
the strength in their arms against Daniel, 
pulling outward on the door, and he crept 
away silently, leaving them holdmg the fort 
against an imaginary foe. 

“ There’s Daniel,” took up his aunt. “ Why 
don’t you make that great boy do a stroke of 
work, Susan? Why don’t you make him fix 
the palings? There’s not another fence in the 
neighborhood that hasn’t been at least white- 
washed this year.” 

Mr. Crafts’ round, pleasant eyes had not 
left his sister-in-law since he had let down 
the blind of the paper. He now pushed his 
spectacles up from his brow and regarded his 
yard and the fence through the poor-spirited 
and meager bay window. It seemed to him 
that he had never really looked on the yard 
before. It was unkempt, but to Mr. Crafts’ 
eye, the litter of old wheels which Daniel 
was evidently constructing into sliding appa- 
ratus of some kind and the amateur tent that 
the twins had put up were not unlovely. 
And while Dora’s bower was not of roses, it 
bloomed cheerfully in the midst of the sur- 





re 


rounding masculine confusion and disorder. 
With her own hands Dora had made a little 
booth just big enough for one little girl to sit 
in and sew. Over this she had twined morn- 
ing-glories. It was planted square in the mid- 
dle of the yard; it was in the way; one had to 
avoid it when rushing around. There it stood, 
a little temple commemorating feminine effi- 
ciency, with its neat little strings and the neat 
little flowers growing over it. It was the one 
spot of leavening order in chaos. There it 
sat, a blossoming emblem of its owner’s spirit, 
a trifle aggressive, but an everlasting tribute 
to the world of orderly beauty. This was 
Dora, her father reflected, in the Crafts’ 
household, where the beauties of the spirit 
and of the intellect were the only ones ever 
considered. To Dora alone was given the 
practical mind; Dora alone had the eye of 
outward vision. Dora must have noticed the 
missing pickets, just as her aunt had, which 
gave the little fence across the Crafts’ yard 
the effect of a much neglected set of teeth. 

“ That yard could look better,” he confessed, 
“and next Sunday morning I'll take a whack 
at it.” 

As if to emphasize the enormity of this 
statement, the twins burst in at the door while, 
to avoid observation, Daniel joined his sister 
under the table. The table-cover heaved and 
billowed out like an insecure circus tent 
caught in a high wind. The wind howled 
around the house and a shutter banged. It 
was as if all nature, animate and inanimate, 
echoed Mrs. Stratton’s shocked : 

“Why, what do you mean, David? Sun- 
day! Mend your fence Sunday?” 

“ Why, yes,” said Mr. Crafts-mildly. “Sun- 
day was the word I spoke, I think. Why not 
Sunday?” 

“Why not Sunday?” said his sister-in-law. 
“Ask me why not Sunday? Why, ask your 
own children; ask the babe in its mother’s 
arms why not Sunday. Ask Dora; ask Dan- 
iel —” 





And, indeed, out from underneath the ta- 
ble-cover appeared two surprised and serious 
faces. They had ceased their silent scuffle and 
each one protruded a head over which the 
fringe of the table-cover fell fantastically, like 
some strange type of hair. In Dora’s face was 
consternation ; in Daniel’s, deep surprise. The 
first thing that either of them could remem- 
ber was being led to the First Congregational 
Church. 

Mts. Crafts was the only one in the room 
who gave no evidence of surprise. She rocked 
placidly back and forth, explaining to her 
sister: 

“Father’s not going to church any more. 
He don’t think it’s honest, believing -like he 
does, to go to church.” 


#3 


“No, sir!” said Mr. Crafts, with some 
vigor. “I don’t believe in upholding a lot of 
conventional lies any longer. Church going 
has degenerated into a meaningless ceremony 
instead of an act of worship.. A bowing down 
before a lot of man-made and outgrown dog- 
mas! ” 

“Well, I never!” gasped Mrs. Stratton. 
“Well, I never! How you can sit there, 
David Crafts, and utter words like that be- 
fore your two innocent children.” 

“T. am glad to have ’em hear me,” Mr. 
Crafts took up mildly. “I want ’em to think. 
I don’t want ’em to come up in blind darkness 
like I did, subscribing to a lot of doctrines 
that they don’t really believe —things you 
don’t believe either, Lucilla.” 

“ Things I don’t believe! ” said Mrs. Strat- 
ton. “Don’t I believe everything I ought 
to?’ 

“More than you ought to,” said her broth- 
er-in-law with exasperating tranquillity. 

“T believe in the Scriptures,” went on the 
irate lady. “ I-bélieve in going to church and 
doing yourduty. I don’t believe in trifling with 
your conscience — and the Creed and the Ten 
Commandments I believe in.” 

“Ah!” said her brother-in-law. “ But 
don’t you believe in evolution, Lucilla? 
You’ve read Darwin; you’ve read Huxley and 
Herbert Spencer, because you had to write 
about them for the Woman’s Club. Well, 
then, what becomes of the Scriptures? Do 
you mean to sit there and tell me, Lucilla 
Stratton, that you believe about Jonah and 
the whale? You, a grown woman! What 
about that course your Woman’s Club took 
in zoology —the study of the higher mam- 
mals? Don’t sit here and tell me you believe 
any whale ever took Jonah in and gave him 
a free room while he swum him across the 
sea. 

Mrs. Stratton retired behind her dignity: 

“T never gave that whale much thought, 
David,” she told her brother-in-law with freez- 
ing hauteur. One gathered that the whale 
was not a delicate topic for discussion in a 
decent sitting-room. She did believe in evo- 
lution; she had read Herbert Spencer. All 
was true that her brother-in-law had said, 
but she belonged to the First Congregational 
Church as well, and her husband passed the 
plate therein. 

“ What have we got to go on for all our 


beliefs?” continued Mr. Crafts relentlessly. . 


“Take a lot of our church doctrines — pre- 
destination, for instance; men made them up. 
I’ve got just as good a right to make up a 
doctrine to-morrow, and as good as lots of 
those we pretend to subscribe to. And agsfor 
the Bible — that’s — or much of it is, nothing 
but allegories. You’ve just now said you didn’t 
believe in Jonah and the whale — ” 

“T beg your pardon,” disputed Mrs. Strat- 
ton. “I never said —” 

Here Dora emerged from beneath the ta- 
ble. She went up to her father and put her 
hand upon his arm, asking him with her prac- 
tical seriousness: 

“Father, don’t you believe in the Bible?” 

The awful definiteness of childhood is only 
too frequently disastrous to our higher flights 
of fancy. To this attack Mr. Crafts could 
only reply feebly: 

“Why, sure, my chicken; sure I believe in 
the Bible. It’s the noblest book we’ve got.” 

“ But you just said—” began Dora. 

“ Now, see here, Dora,” said her father firm- 
ly. “There are some things you’re too young 
to understand yet.” 

“Don’t we have to read our chapter every 
morning any more?” asked Daniel gleefully 
from beneath the table. “ Don’t we have to 
have prayers any more?” 

Here Mrs. Crafts broke through her com- 
posed silence: 

“Indeed you do,” she announced with that 
definiteness that her offspring knew could not 
be disputed. “Prayers just the same. What 
do your morning prayers and your Bible have 
to do with your father’s not going to 
church?” 

“But father don’t believe —” began Dora 
again. 

“ See here,” said Mr. Crafts, arising. “ You 
don’t understand geometry, do you?” 
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What David Crafts felt like was a fool. 


\ 


’ said Dora in a small tone. 
ll, then, if I were to try to talk about 
ng that you would have to know geom- 
understand, you wouldn’t ask a lot of 
juestions, would you?” 
’ she replied. 
Well, this is just the same. Don’t let me 
iny more about it.” 
strove to leave the room. 
Say, pa,” said Daniel, “do I have to go 
irch ? 
You ask your mother,” evaded Mr. Crafts 
as near a touch of irritation:as he ever 
wed. 
You see, David,” took up his sister-in- 
‘what your dreadful example is de'rr 
idyV. 


\ir. Crafts grunted and made good his es- 


\\ 


tood Lord! What. a narrow world it was, 
one could arouse such a storm from 

; own sister-in-law, and éven from one’s 
offspring, just by saying that one was 
to do a little piece of work on Sun- 


Christians! he fumed to himself. There 
n’t any Christians in this community. 
old ird law of the Old Testament held 

hey had made a fetish of the outer 

\ Pt and had lost the spirit, and he 

me was going to protest. He was going 

raise one little standard for freedom of 

ght, for respect for the inner spirit of re- 

n instead of a slavish down-bowing to its 
ter clothing. 

this road of reflection gave him no small 

tisfaction; the pleasant feeling, too, of one 

vho was doing what was for him pioneer 
thinking. For in Freemansville the canker 





of doubt hadn't attacked the body politic. 


People’s beliefs had rather broadened with the 


passing of years, but the good old New Eng- 
land Sabbath was unimpaired. A_ hush 
brooded over all things. Children in Free- 
mansville didn’t dispute with their parents 
as to whether they could play certain games 
on Sundays; it had never occurred to them 
that they covld. They sat in staid groups in 
their own yards and learned their Sunday 
School lessons, read the Bible and “ Pilgrim’s 
Progress,” and between the hours of ten and 


- eleven the whole population of Freemansville, 


the men dressed in their decorous black 
clothes, the women in their Sunday-go-to- 
meeting attire, the children starched and 
scrubbed and brushed within an inch of their 
lives, all repaired to church. 

After the church bells had stopped tolling 
this little town was as though plunged in en- 
chantmept. Nothing stirred. For a few min- 
utes after church had begun you might hear 
the click on the cement walks of the principal 
streets of the rapid steps of some belated wor- 
shiper; then silence. 

It was within the memory of man that hot 
diseussions had been waged as to the moral 
effect of the Sunday papers, and the more rig- 
orous families still excluded these demoraliz- 
ing publications from their doors and refused 
to be contaminated until Monday. 

So it was no wonder that this declaration 
of Mr. Crafts should give him the sense of 
spiritual freedom and spiritual adventure; no 
wonder that to his children his words should 
seem immeasurably daring. His announce- 
ment had affected both Dora and Dan pro- 
foundly. Dora was troubled and she voiced 
her feeling with directness. 


SUCCESS 


“Oh, mother!” she cried out. “ You don’t 
suppose father means what he says! Aren’t 
we queer enough already without father ham- 
mering on the fence palings on Sundays and 
getting us all laughed at?” 

“ Queer enough already, child? What do 
you mean?” echoed her mother. 

“How are we queer?” asked Daniel bellig- 
erently, feeling to a shade the nonconformity 
of their household, but being unwilling to ad- 
mit it before the proprieties in the shape of 
his aunt. He, too, was troubled, but with g 
deep perplexity; it touched him on ‘the intel- 
lectual side. 

Had, then, these long and tedious church 
hours been of no use? Were they really super- 
fluous? Had he been cheated out of that much 
of life? That was what Daniel Crafts wanted 
to know, but hadn’t the words to put itin. And 
if churchgoing was superfluous—churchgoing, 
with its scratchy collars and stiff shoes and 
unnatural cleanliness—was he going to have 
to continue in it Just because he was a boy? 
Oh, deep and crushing injustice if this were 
true! 

All he could find to say was: 
ee if pa don’t have to go to church, why 
do 1?” 

“ Because I say so, son, 
with a cheerful definiteness. 

“You see,” moaned Mrs. Stratton, “ you 
see, Susan! Now’s the time to take a stand. 
I don’t for a moment suppose David’s in ear- 
nest — I don’t suppose he’s really grown sin- 
ful overnight — ” 

“ Look-a-here, Aunt ’Cilly, my father’s not 
sinful and don’t you call him so!” These 
astonishing words came from Daniel. He 
stood before his aunt lowering. 

“ Merey! What ails the child?” exclaimed 
his astonished relative. 

“Don’t you call him sinful, that’s all!” 
admonished Dan, and strode from the room, 
his face as flaming as the red of his hair. 

“You see what happens when a father de- 
parts from the path,” Mrs. Stratton took up, 
looking after her departing nephew. “ Some- 
thing told me that things were wrong last 
Sunday, for all your calm ways, Susan, when 
David didn’t go to church. But I couldn’t 
guess “twas as bad as this.” 

Mrs. Crafts replied nothing, but rocked 
gently as she darned a sock. 

The-next Sunday Mrs. Stratton stopped at 
her sister’s house on her way to church. The 
Crafts family were all ready. The baby had 
been left with Cousin Ann Lewis whose rheu- 
matics didn’t allow her so long a walk as 
church; the twins and Daniel and Dora were 
ready, shining and starched and uncomfort- 
able as all Christian children should be; Em- 
ery had gone on ahead in his usual unsociable 
and misanthropic manner. 

“Where’s he?” inquired Mrs. Stratton. 

“In bed,” responded Mrs. Crafts. 

“What ails him?” asked Mrs. Stratton 
with concern. 

“ Nothing that I know of.” 

“ Nothing! You don’t mean to say, Susan, 
that that man’s just wallowing in his bedstead 
on the Sabbath morning?” 

Dora, her cheeks crimson at this attack on 
her parent, and an uncomfortable sense of 
calamity enveloping her, burst out: 

“He’s not wallowing, Aunt ’Cilly; he’s 
reading the Sunday paper.” 

“And you stand there before me, Susan 
Crafts,” accused Mrs. Stratton, “you stand 
there before me calm and tell me that your 
husband’s in bed reading the Sunday paper 
and just ten minutes to get to church in— 
What are you going to do about it? That’s 
what I want to know?” 

“ Nothing,” responded Mrs. Crafts, smiling. 

“You’re never going to leave him lay!” 

“ Why, yes, Lucilla,” her sister answered. 

“JT don’t understand you,” her sister 
groaned. “If my husband was to act that 
way I’d never raise my head again — never!” 

Mr. Stratton was waiting at the Crafts’ 
gate. His face, never too cheerful, bore on 
it the expression of consecrated gloom appro- 
priate to the Sabbath. 

“ Where’s David?” he asked. 

“David's not going,” responded his wife 
with deep and bitter meaning. “ David’s in 


” 


replied his mother 
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his bed. He’s not sick; he’s just in bed, read- 
jing the Sunday paper. That’s what comes of 
going back on the faith of your fathers.” 

Mr. Stratton’s mind was slow to catch the 
full meaning of the idea that his wife had 
handed over to him with so much feeling. He 
rolled it over without speaking; finally he 
pronounced sentence, and to Dan and Dora 
their uncle’s words someway sounded a funeral 
knell to the old order quite beyond their aunt’s 
emotional criticisms. 

“T always knew,” he said, “ that David had 
no business head, but I never supposed he was 
utterly lacking.” 

In just what his brother-in-law was utterly 
Jacking he didn’t explain. He didn’t need to; 
he was just lacking utterly, and that finished 
David Crafts. Even Mrs. Crafts, who never 
argued, was stung by the finality of his tone 
into saving: 

“Well, Henry, I don’t think you have any 
call to say that, because David is following his 
conscience.” 

“She calls lying in bed and reading the 
Sunday papers ‘following his conscience,’ ” 
groaned Mrs. Stratton. 

The rest of the walk to church was in 
gloomy silence broken only by Fannie Strat- 
ton saying once: 

“Wouldn’t it be awful, father, if Uncle 
David dies before he repents,” and Mrs. Strat- 
ton’s scandalized: 

“ Hush, child! ” 

But in every curve and gesture of the Strat- 
ton household, one gathered what an awful ca- 
tastrophe it would be to this hitherto spotless 
family should one of its members — even 
though a member by marriage — commit such 
a social mistake as to die unrepentant. One 
gathered that Heaven would never seem the 
same to them should David Crafts be absent 
for such a reason. 

During the walk the blood rushed hot into 
Dan’s red head. He wanted to fight some- 
body; he wanted to tell everybody that his 
father was just as good as anybody else’s fa- 
ther whether he stayed in bed on Sundays or 
not; that it was his father’s business and that 
he liked his father, atheist or repentant, bet- 
ter than ten thousand million other fathers. 
During church this same keen desire to vin- 
dicate his parent possessed him. He felt as 
if every eye was upon him; as if everybely 
was criticizing his dear and kind parent; as 
if all that hypocritical crowd, who weren't 
half so good to their boys, were saying: 

“Ha! David Crafts is staying home. Da- 
vid Crafts is a free thinker.” 

As for Fannie’s sinister remark, that didn’t 
bother him a bit. There was justice some- 
where, and wisdom; the Power that could 
make all things good in the world would see 
how good Daniel’s father was, church or no 
church. Indeed, in some certain ways divine 
service was a comfort to him today. It had 
more meaning than it. had ever had before. It 
saved him from the vast feeling of loneliness. 
This feeling that a Higher Power and he were 
in the secret of his father’s goodness in the 
midst of a hostile world gave him a truculent, 
even a lowering air, and caused his aunt to 
say: 

“Poor child, he’s taking his father’s con- 
duct to heart and is carrying it off with bra- 
vado. I always knew there was something 
good in Daniel.” 

Meanwhile, at home, David Crafts was bor- 
ing himself. The first Sunday he had stayed 
home from church he had had a genial feeling 
of endless time before him. The day had been 
to him spacious and harmonious, and he had 
had a book he wanted to read. He had been 
possessed and upheld by the feeling of spir- 
itual adventure. He hadn’t told his wife why 
he wasn’t going; he had merely announced 
that he was not, and had been vaguely disap- 
pointed when she hadn’t asked him why. 

He kept it from her for several days, sus- 
pecting that his resolution would bring down 
a heavy artillery of woman’s arguments; and 
these he had been prepared to meet, but no 
argument had come. Indeed, she had made 
no comment at all, but had smiled and said: 
“Very well, dear.” He had looked forward 
with a certain delighted dread to the encoun- 
ter with his wife, instead of which there had 


been that annoying centretemps with the chil- 
dren with whom he hadn't exactly thought to 
reckon yet. 

It was disconcerting. When a man breaks 
away from the traditions of a lifetime he 
would like to have a little notice taken of it 
by those nearest to him. It was pretty cold 
comfort lying there in bed with the Sunday 
paper — and for a man of Mr. Crafts’ intel- 
lectual tastes the Sunday paper left him with 
the disagreeable sensation of having made a 
full meal on pop-corn —to tell himself that 
he was glad his wife teek.it so sensibly. This 
was the way, of course, any man would wish 
to feel about it, and the way very few men 
really would feel. You want a little ruffling 
on the drums when your soul goes marching 
on. If there is no opposition from the wife 


- of one’s bosom it would be kind of her to 


cheer one on one’s lonely way. None of these 
things had ocew 

The absurdity of his own position struck 
him. He saw himself as he really was, a tiny 
speck in the midst of a vast cosmos, speculat- 
ing on its own egotism and vanity: a pink- 
faced, good-natured little man with gold spec- 
tacles over his near-sighted eyes, in the midst 
of a sea of Sunday papers, feeling puffed up 
with the importance of his revolutionary act. 
And at this realization of himself he laughed 
with some bitterness. 

“This sort of way of passing the day,” he 
decided, “is lax; Tl get up and mend that 
fence.” x 

He paused a° finding only his every-day 
clothes that 1-1. 3 left there. It had been his 
wife’s custom to spread out his Sunday 
“blacks ” as all the good women of Freemans- 
ville did. Hang it all! What had Susan 
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thought of him? And a disagreeable suspicion 
that Susan probably thought him — well, not a 
fool, but let’s call it foolish — still further 
withered the pleasure of this Sunday. 

Mr. Crafts was no carpenter. Neither to 
him nor to his wife had the powers given 
much practical ability. The Crafts boys 
would never be able to throw in the faces of 
their wives “the pie that mother used to 
make,” for mother’s pie was as uncertain as 
April weather. And David Crafts, when he 
drove a nail, pounded his own fingers first 
with discouraging regularity. | Nevertheless, 
he managed in an amateurish fashion to fill 
up the gaps in the fence, his usual even tem- 
per growing worse as he did so. This was a 
fine way, wasn’t it, to spend one’s only. day of 
rest he thought’ He was as grouchy toward 
his job as though it had been assigned him 
by some unreasonable taskmaster. 

As he worked on, the only person toiling in 
all that quiet town, a chilling sense of isola- 
tion came over his spirit. The banging of 
his hammer echoed and resounded in the calm 
quiet of the Sabbath. An awful loneliness 
seized him. For many years, every Sunday, 
unless storm or illness had kept him home — 
and such occasions had been rare—he and 
his wife with an ever-growing brood of chil- 
dren had walked decorously to church; had 
bowed to all their friends with becoming Sab- 
bath mien. It was the one social gathering 
of the week. There you met and exchanged 
a few words with men and women whom you 
never saw from one week’s end to another, 
and this reunion in church, even though no 
words went with it, brought one in touch with 
one’s old friends. It kept one on the church 

[Continued on page 36.]} 


«* Don’t you dare to call him an atheist!’ 
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Self-Improvement Through 
Public Speaking 


T does not matter whether 
one wants to be a public 
speaker or not, a person 

should have such complete 
control of himself, should 
be so self-reliant and self- 
poised that he can get up 
in’ any audience, no mat- 
ter how large or. formi- 
ind express his thoughts clearly and 





vtly, 


all ages oratory has been regarded as 


ighest expression of human achievement. 





people, no matter what they intend to 
ther blacksmith or farmer, merchant 
cian, should make it a study. 
ng else will call out what is in a man 
juickly and more effectively than. the 
effort to do his best in speaking be- 
n audience. When one undertakes to 
n one’s feet and speak extempora- 
the public, the power and the 
the entire man are put to the severest 


before 


vriter has the advantage of being able 
He can write when he 
ke it; and he knows that he ean burn 
museript and try again if it does not 


for his moods. 


im. There are not a thousand eyes upon 


He does not have a great audience criti- 
very sentence, weighing every thought. 
es not have toe step upon the seales of 
stener’s judgment to be weighed and 
to pieces, as does the orator. He may 
jistlessly as he pleases, use much or 
his brain or energy, just as he feels 
ing. There is always a chance for 
and improvement. In music, whether 
instrumental, what one gives out is 
tially one’s own; the rest is the com- 
In conversation, we do not feel that 
depends upon our words; only a few 
hear them, and perhaps no one will 
k of them again. But when a per- 
tempts to speak before an audience, all 
ire knocked out from under him; he 
thing to lean upon, he can get no as- 
no advice; he must find all his re- 
in himself; he stands absolutely alone. 
have millions of money, broad acres 
and may live in a palace, but none of 
avail him now;-his memory, his expe- 
his education, his ability, are all he 
must be measured by what he says, 
reveals of himself in his speech; he 
tand or fall in the estimation of his 
ccasions for after-dinner speaking are 
ng enormously. <A great many ques- 
vhich used to be disposed of in the 
re now discussed and settled, and all 
business deals carried through, at 
Never before was there any such 
for dinner oratory as to-day. 
know men who: have, by’ dint of hard 
d persistent grit, lifted themselves into 
ns of prominence, and yet they are not 
stand on their feet in public, even to 
i few remarks, or put a motion, without 
ling like an aspen leaf. They had plenty 
ces when. they were young, at school, 
bating clubs, to get rid of their self- 
usness and to acquire ease and facility 
blic speaking, but they always shrank 
every opportunity. 
re are plenty of business men to-day who 
give a great deal of money if they 
only go back and improve the early 
nities for learning to think and speak 
eir feet which they threw away. Now 
have money, position, but they are no- 
when called upon to speak in public. 


By Orison Swett Marpen 


All they can do is to Took foolish, blush, stam- 
mer out an apology and sit down. 

Some time ago I was at a public meeting 
when a man who stands very high in the:com- 
munity, who has the respect and_ confidence 
of every one who knows him, who is. king in 
his specialty, was called upon to give his opin- 
ion upon an important public mattér on which 
he was well posted... He got up and trembled 
and stammered and was so confused, self-con- 
scious and “stage struck ” that he could say 
searcely anything. He had power and a great 
deal of experience, but he stood there, as help- 
less as a child, and felt cheap, mortified, and 
embarrassed. Probably he would have given 
anything if he had early in life trained him- 
self to think on his feet and say with power 
and effectiveness what he knew. 

At the same meeting, a shallow-brained busi- 
ness man, in the same city, who hadn’t a hun- 
dredth part of the other man’s practical power, 
got up and made an effective speech. Strangers 
no doubt thought that he was much the 
stronger man, simply because he had culti- 








THE PRACTICE OF PUBLIC 
SPEAKING, the effort to marshall all 
one’s forces in a logical and forceful 
manner, to bring to focus all the 
power one possesses, is a great awak- 
ener of all the faculties. The sense of 
power that comes from holding the at- 
tention, stirring the emotions, or con- 
vincing the reason of an audience, gives 
self-confidence, assurance, self-reliance, 
arouses ambition and tends to make one 
more effective in every way. 

One’s judgment, manhood, 
character, all the things that go to make 
aman what he is, are being unrolled like 
a panorama in his effort to express him- 
self. Every mental faculty is quick- 
ened, every power of thought and 
pression stirred and spurred. The 
speaker summons all his reserves of ex- 
perience, of knowledge, of natural or 
acquired ability, and masses all his 
forces in the endeavor to express him- 
self with power and to capture the ap- 
proval and applause of his audience. 


education, 




















vated the ability to say his best thing on his 
feet, and the other man had not. 

The effort to express one’s ideas in lucid, 
clean-cut, concise, telling English tends to 
make one’s every-day language choicer and 
more direct, and improves one’s diction gen- 
erally. In this and other ways speech-making 
develops. mental power and character. This 


explains the rapidity with which a young man 


often develops in school or college when he 
begins to take part in public debates or in 
debating societies. 

In speaking ‘before an audience, one must 
think quickly, vigorously, effectively. At the 
same time one must speak through a well- 
modulated voice, with proper facial and bodily 
expression and gesture. 

Nothing will tire an audience more quickly 
than to hear everything expressed in the same 
monotonous tone. It is a great art to be able 
to raise and lower the voice with sweet, flow- 
ing cadences which please the ear. 

Gladstone said, “ Ninety-nine men in every 


hundred never rise above mediocrity because 


the training of the voice is entirely neglected 
and considered of no importance.” 


It was said of a certain Duke of Devonshire 
that he was the only English statesman who 
ever took a nap during the progress of his 
own speech. He was a perfect genius for dry, 
uninteresting oratory, moving forward with a 
monotonous droning, and pausing now and 
then as if refreshing himself by slumber. 

In youth the would-be orator must cultivate 
robust health, since force, enthusiasm, convic- 
tion, will-power are greatly affected by phys- 
ical condition, and he, too, must cultivate 
bodily posture and have good habits at easy 
command. What would have been the result 
of Webster’s reply to Hayne, the greatest ora- 
torical effort ever made on this continent, if 
he had sat down in the Senate and put his 
feet on his desk? Think of a great singer 
attempting to electrify an audience while 
lounging on a sofa or sitting in a slouchy 
position ! 

An early training for effective speaking will 
make one careful to secure a good vocabulary 
by good reading and a dictionary. One must 
know words. 

There is no class of people put to such a 
severe test to show what is in them as publie 
speakers; no other men who-run such a risk 
of exposing their weak spots, or making fools 
of themselves in the estimation of others. 
Public speaking—thinking on one’s feet—is a 
powerful educator except to the thick-skinned 
man, the man who has no sensitiveness or who 
does not care for what others think of hin. 
Nothing else so thoroughly discloses a man’s 
weaknesses or shows up his limitations of 
thought, his poverty of speech, his narrow 
vocabulary. Nothing else is such a touch- 
stone of the character of one’s resources and 
the extent of one’s reading, the carefulness or 
carelessness of one’s observation. 

Close, compact statements are imperative to 
effectiveness. Learn to stop when you get 
through. Do not keep stringing out conver- 
sation or argument after you have made your 
point. You only neutralize the good impres- 
sion you have made, weaken your case and 
prejudice other people against you for your 
lack of tact, good judgment, or sense of pro- 
portion. 

The Debating Club is the nursery of ora- 
tors. No matter how far you have to go to 
attend it, or how much trouble it is, or how 
difficult it is to get the time, the drill you 
will:get by it is often the turning point. Lin- 
coln, Wilson, Webster, Choate, Clay, and Pat- 
rick Henry got their training in the old- 
fashioned Debating Society. 

Join just as many young people’s organiza- 
tions — especially self-improvement organiza- 
tions —as you can, and force yourself to 
speak every time you get a chance. If the 
chance does not come to you, make it. Jump 
to your feet and say something upon every 
question that is up for discussion. Do not be 
afraid to rise to put a motion or to second it 
or give your opinion upon it. Do not wait 
until you are better prepared. You never 
will be. 

Every time you rise to your feet will in- 
crease your confidence, and after a while you 
will form the habit of speaking until it will 
be as easy as anything else. A vast number 
of our public men have owed their advance 
more to the old-fashioned debating societies 
than anything else. Here they learned con- 
fidence, self-reliance; they discovered them- 
selves. It was here they learned not to be 
afraid of themselves, to express their opinions 
with force and independence. Nothing will 
call a young man out more than the struggle 
to hold his own in a debate. It is strong, vig- 


orous: exercise for the mind as wrestling is for 
the body. 


SUCCESS. 
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Do not remain on the back seat. Go up 
front. This shrinking into a corner and get- 
ting out of sight and avoiding publicity is 
fatal. 

It is so easy a. d seductive, especially for 
boys and girls in school or college, to shrink 
from the public debates or speaking, on the 
ground that they are not quite well enough 
educated or posted at present. They want to 
wait until they can use a little better gram- 
mar, until they have read more history and 
more literature, until they have gained a little 
more culture, confidence and ease of manner. 

The way to acquire grace, ease, facility, the 
way to get poise and balance so that you will 
not feel disturbed in public gatherings, is to 
get the experience. Do the thing so many 
times that it will become second nature to you. 
If you have an invitation to speak, no matter 
how much you may shrink from it, or how 
timid or shy you may be, resolve that you 
will not let this opportunity for self-enlarge- 
ment slip by you. 

An almost fatal tinidity seizes upon an in- 
experienced person, when he knows that all 
eyes are watching him, that everybody in his 
audience is trying to measure and weigh him, 
studying him, scrutinizing him to see how 
much there is in him; what he stands for, 
and making up their minds whether he meas- 
ures more or less than they expected. 

Some are constitutionally sensitive, and so 
afraid of being gazed at that they don’t dare 
to open their mouths, even when a question 
in which they are deeply interested and on 
which they have strong views is being dis- 
cussed. At debating clubs, meetings of lit- 
erary societies, or gatherings of any kind, 
they sit dumb, longing, yet fearing to speak. 
The sound of their own voices, if they should 
get on their feet to make a motion or to speak 
in a public gathering, would paralyze them. 
The mere thought of asserting themselves, of 
putting forward their views or opinions on 
any subject as being worthy of attention, or 
as valuable as those of their companions, makes 
them blush and shrink more into themselves, 

This timidity is often, however, not so much 
the fear of one’s audience, as the fear lest 
one can make no suitable expression of one’s 
thought, the terror lest one will make “ a fool 
of oneself.” 


The Orator Forgets Himself 


The hardest thing for the public speaker to 
overcome is self-consciousness. But no orator 
“an make a great impression until he gets 
rid of himself, until he can absolutely annihi- 
late his self-consciousness, forget himself in 
his speech. While he is wondering what kind 
of an impression he is making, what people 
think of him, his power is crippled, and his 
speech to that extent will be mechanical, 
wooden. 

Even a partial failure on the platform has 
good results, for it often arouses a determina- 
tion to conquer the next time, a resolution 
which never leaves one. Demosthenes’ heroic 
efforts, and Disraeli’s “The time will come 
when you will hear me,” are historic examples. 

It is not the speech, but the man behind the 
speech, that wins a way to the front. One 
man carries weight because he is himself the 
embodiment of power, he is himself convinced 
of what he says. There is nothing of the 
negative, the doubtful, the uncertain in his 
nature. He not only knows a thing, but he 
knows that he knows it. His opinion carries 
with it the entire weight of his being. The 
whole man gives consent to his judgment. He 
himself is in his conviction, in his act. 

One of the most entrancing speakers I have 
ever listened to — a man to hear whom people 
would go long distances and stand for hours 
to get admission to the hall where he spoke — 
never was able to get the confidence of his 
audience because he lacked character. People 
liked to be swayed by his eloquence. There 
was a great charm in the cadences of his per- 
fect sentences. But somehow they could not 
believe what he said. The orator must be 
sincere. The public is very quick to see 
through shams. If the audience sees mud_at 
the bottom of your eye, perceives that,.you are 
not honest yourself, that you are acting, they 
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will not take any stock in you, no matter how 
eloquent you may be. 

It is not enough to say a pleasing thing, an 
interesting thing, the orator must be able to 
convince; and to convince others he must have 
strong convictions. 

Very few people ever rise to their greatest 
possibilities or ever know their entire power 
until confronted by some great occasion. We 
are as much amazed as others are when, in 
some great emergency, we outdo ourselves. 
Somehow the power that stands behind us in 
the silence, in the depths of our natures, comes 
to our relief, intensifies our faculties a thou- 
sandfold and enables us to do things which 
before we thought impossible. 


Great Occasions Produce Orators 


Great occasions, when nations have been in 
peril, have developed and brought out some 
of the greatest orators of the world. Cicero, 
Mirabeau, Patrick Henry, Webster and John 
Bright might all be called to witness to this 
fact. 

The occasion had much to do with the 
greatest speech delivered in the United States 
Senate — Webster’s reply to Hayne. Webster 
had no time for immediate preparation, but 
the occasion brought all the reserves in this 
giant, and he towered so far above his oppo- 
nent that Hayne looked like a pigmy by com- 
parison. 

The pen has discovered many a genius, but 
the process is slower and less effective than 
the great occasion that discovers the orator. 
Every crisis calls out ability, previously un- 
developed, and perhaps unexpected. 

No orator living was ever great enough to 
give out the same power and force and mag- 
netism to an empty hall, to empty seats, that 
he could give to an audience capable of being 
fired by his theme. 

In the presence of the audience lies a fas- 
cination, an indefinable magnetism that stimu- 
lates all the mental faculties, and acts as a 
tonic and vitalizer. An orator can say before 
an’ audience what he could not possibly have 
said previous to going on the platform, just 
as we can often say to a friend in animated 
conversation things which we could not pos- 
sibly say when alone. As when two chemicals 
are united, a new substance is formed from 
the combination which did not exist in either 
alone, the speaker feels surging through his 
brain the combined force of his audience, 
which he calls inspiration, a mighty power 
which did not exist in his own personality 
before he rose to his feet. No public speaker 
ever forgets that first, surprising feeling of 
confidence. 

Actors tell us that there is an _ inde- 
seribable inspiration which comes from the 
orchestra, the footlights, the audience, which 
it is impossible to feel at a cold mechanical 
rehearsal. There is something in a great sea 
of expectant faces which awakens the ambi- 
tion and arouses the reserve of power, which 
can never be felt except before an audience. 
The power was there just the same before, but 
it was not aroused. 


The Magic Power of Eloquence 


In the presence of the great orator, the audi- 
ence is absolutely in his power to do as he 
will. They laugh or ery as he pleases, or rise 
and fall at his bidding, until he releases them 
from the magic spell. 

Wendell Phillips so played upon the emo- 
tions, so changed the convictions of South- 
erners who hated him, but who were curious 
to listen to his oratory, that for the time being 
he almost persuaded them that they were in 
the wrong. 

When James Russell Lowell was a student, 
said Wetmore Story, he and Story went to 
Faneuil Hall to hear Webster. They meant 
to hoot him for his remaining in Tyler’s cab- 
inet. It would be easy, they reasoned, to get 
the three thousand people to join them. When 
he began, Lowell turned pale, and Story livid. 
Webster’s great eyes, they thought, were fixed 
on them. His opening words changed their 
scorn to admiration, and their contempt to 
approbation. 
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When the boy or girl comes 
home from school hungry, about 
the easiest and best thing the mother 


can “set out” is a bowl of 
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and cream, 
Sweet, crisp, fluffy bits of pearly 


white Indian Corn toasted to a 
delicate brown— 
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THe War or 1912. 





231TH the national conven- 
# tions scarcely more than a 
year away, the Presidential 
race seems to have nar- 
rowed down to four impor- 
tant names, Taft, LaFol- 
lette, Harmon and Wilson. 
The prospects of these can- 
didates can now be dis- 
cussed with some degree of accuracy. 

President Taft seems at this time to be in 
the lead as candidate for the Republican nomi- 
nation. The President’s assets are the toler- 
ant, if not fervent, support of the more con- 
servative sections of the country, the control 
through Federal patronage of the State organi- 
zations, especially in the South, and the natu- 
ral unwillingness of the party in power to 
admit within the period of four years that it 
has made a mistake. One looks in vain for en- 
thusiastic support of the President among the 
rank and file of his party. Yet it is not impos- 
sible that, secure in the possession of the 
Southern delegates and of the big representa- 
tions of the machine-ruled States, New York 
and Pennsylvania, he may secure a majority 
of the one thousand or more delegates in the 
convention. 

The principal obstacle to the success of his 
program is Robert M. LaFollette. The Wis- 
consin Senator seems now to be the accepted 
standard bearer of that large and growing por- 
tion of his party which has lately been crystal- 
lized into the National Progressive Republican 
League. Senator LaFollette’s long and faith- 
ful services in behalf of progressive policies 
and in opposition to machine rule in Congress 
entitles him to that position. The LaFollette 
followers number in his support the greater 
part of the Mississippi: Valley States, includ- 
ing possibly Illinois, those of the Rocky Moun- 
tain States that have thrown off corporation 
control and, with California newly established 
in the Progressive column, the entire Pacific 
Coast. The Northern New England States 
may also belong to the LaFollette delegation, 
which has already assumed formidable pro- 
portions. 

Theodore Roosevelt is an uncertain quan- 
tity in his relation to the Republican nomina- 
tion, though it would be folly to deny that he 
may influence the choice greatly. In fact. it is 
in no wise impossible that the convention may 
turn to him as a compromise candidate. 

On the Democratic side matters are appar- 
ently not so far advanced; in fact, the Demo- 
cratic convention with its two-thirds rule and 
its absence of “ postoffice delegations” is less 
likely to be a prearranged affair. Judson C. 
Harmon has for some months been regarded as 
the leading candidate and that fact in itself 
constitutes a considerable asset. In pursuance 
of his ambition, Ohio’s Governor has steered 
a cautious course, committing himself to noth- 
ing and offending nobody. The ancient politi- 
cal principle that when in doubt a party should 
choose a colorless, respectable candidate, may 
secure him the nomination. 

On the other hand, the youthful candidacy 
of Woodrow Wilson has acquired considerable 
dynamic force. The manner in which he 
stepped out of the academic atmosphere of 
Princeton, pried New Jersey out of the Repub- 
lican column, “ trounced” the boss whom he 
had been accused of serving and forced through 
the legislature a modern, democratic election 
and primary system, a corrupt practices act, 
and an employers’ liability law, has appealed 
to the imagination of the people of both par- 
ties. As to the final result, much undoubtedly 
depends upon the events of the next six 
months in Ohio and New Jersey—and upon 
the attitude of William Jennings Bryan. 

With the nominations still in doubt, it 
would be futile to attempt a forecast as to the 
result of the election. There is a reasonable 
hope that those of a progressive mind may be 








able to cast their ballots either for LaFollette 
or Wilson—possibly they may even be per- 
mitted to choose between these two sincere pro- 
gressives. 








Den Mocracy’s GREAT OpporTUNITy. 








The decision of the people in the 1912 elee- 
tions will depend also upon the result of the 
summer session of Congress—especially upon 
the Democratic success in revising the tariff. 
Thus far the House majority has given eyj- 
dence of a sincere desire to make revision of 
the more unpopular schedules of the Payne- 
Aldrich law. Wool and cotton will certainly 
suffer some reduction in the lower House, and 
there is a good chance for relief in the steel, 
lumber and sugar schedules. Of course the 
Senate, in which the reactionaries of both par- 
ties control the important committees, will 
make sad havoc of the House program. But 
with the Progressive Republicans apparently 
anxious to support substantial downward re- 
vision, the Democrats really have a remark- 
able opportunity to demonstrate their sincerity 
on tariff matters. If they are able to conquer 
Baileyism, with its thinly-veiled opposition to 
genuine Tariff Reform, they may hope for 
popular support in 1912. The House Demo- 
crats have begun well by voting almost unani- 
mously for reciprocity, by providing for a 
“farmer’s free list ” to correct the inequalities 
of the Canadian agreement, and by reiterat- 
ing their oft-expressed belief in the direct 
election of Senators. 








INTERVENTION UNPOPULAR. 





It is significant of a wholesome state of pub- 
lic opinion in America that the Mexican situa- 
tion, the mobilization of our troops on the 
border and vague threats of intervention in 
the troubled affairs of our Southern neighbor 
have not been productive of a spirit of “ jingo- 
ism” among our people. If the President had 
any notion that, with our troops maneuvering 
conveniently along the Rio Grande, any little 
excuse for intervention would be acceptable to 
our people, he must have been grievously dis- 
appointed. There is no appreciable sentiment 
for intervention. On the other hand, the Pres- 
ident’s warning that Mexican bullets will not 
be tolerated in American atmosphere has met 
with general approval. 

It becomes more and more evident that the 
Diaz dictatorship is unpopular with the ma- 
jority of the Mexican people and that its col- 
lapse is imminent. That we should intervene 
to support this tottering dynasty for the sake 
of American investments there seems to us a 
violation of the very principle upon which our 
government was founded. In fairness to the 
President, it must be said that he has not as 
yet publicly expressed a contrary opinion. 








No Votre, No Census. 





If a genius for publicity is, as it seems to be 
these days, a most important qualification for 
political life, the franchise should be handed to 
the English suffragettes with deep salaams. It 
is foolish for a woman to slap a great burly 
policeman, says English editorial opinion, a 
perfect lady will not kick a prime minister, a 
womanly woman will not leave home and fam- 
ily to spend her days in jail. Thus the suf- 
fragette and her methods are condemned. 
Meanwhile the press groans with the record of 
her doings, the world reads with admiration, 
disgust or amusement and more people are 
thinking suffrage than ever before in history. 
There is more method in this kind of mad- 
ness than the opposition editors realize. 

The latest move of the suffragettes against 
the integrity of the English census is an ex- 
cellent example. When the advocates of votes 
for women left their homes and assembled for 


See page 3 
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the night in a public hall to avoid being 
counted by the census takers, English public 
opinion pretended to be unconcerned. It-won’t 
hurt the census much, it said, and anyway no- 
body cares how many people there are in Lon- 
don. Besides, it chuckled, the ladies have con- 
fused the voting roll and the census list. 

Meanwhile the cause received its usual 
measure of publicity, columns and pages of it, 
interviews, photographs, speeches, placards, 
music-hall jokes and sermons. All of this is 
grist for the suffrage publicity mill. We cheer- 
fully add our portion—and our congratula- 
tions. 


Harrison Grey Otis, owner of the Los Angeles 
Times, is an unrelenting union hater who has 
stopped at nothing in his war upon organized 
labor. It is not unlikely that certain union 
members, desperate and anarchistic, should 
have committed this crime. It is impossible to 
believe that there was official union sanction 
of a deed which was so certain to injure the 
sause of labor. The defense fund raised by 
the unions and socialists ought to secure a fair 
hearing for the accused men. We seem to be 
in for another Moyer-Haywood affair with 
lawlessness and bitter prejudices on both sides 
and a tangled snarl for the Goddess of Justice. 








Tue Baconians. 
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ExciusivE ANNAPOLIS Society. 





Some people collect birds’ eggs, postage 
stamps, first editions or prehistoric pottery ; 
others play golf, raise pansies, or go to base- 
ball games. But there are folks who spend all 
their leisure time believing that Bacon wrote 
the works of Shakespeare. The confirmed 
Baconian knows very well that the immortal 
William was a low fellow, with more of a 
taste for poaching than for literature, and that 
it is extremely doubtful whether he could read 
or write. One of the most inveterate of Ba- 
conians is Dr. Orville W. Owen of Detroit. It 
will be remembered that Dr. Owen, with the aid 
of a long key-word in “ Love’s Labor’s Lost,” 
and a device which combined all the essential 
features of a dining-room table, a merry-go- 
round and a filing cabinet, once reproduced the 
alleged original Bacon story now existing in 
mutilated form in the works of Shakespeare 
and other impostors. 

Now Dr. Owen is in England digging in the 
River Wye for a vault which was constructed 
there by Francis Bacon and which, Owen’s 
private information states, contains the mys- 
terious manuscripts and the head of Shake- 
speare, who was killed by Bacon and buried 
there. The eyes of the Baconians of two con- 
tinents are upon Owen in his damp and muddy 
undertaking. Some regret is expressed by Ba- 
conians that the discovery could not have been 
made in time to spoil the celebration at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon of the three-hundred-and-forty- 
fifth anniversary of the birth of the eminent 
poacher. It is high time, they think, that the 
myth that Shakespeare wrote his own works 
should be forever dispelled. 








More Lasor WARFARE. 





These, briefly, are the undisputed facts of 
the dynamite conspiracy case. John J. Me- 
Namara, Secretary-Treasurer of the Interna- 
tional Association of Bridge and Structural 
Iron Workers, was arrested in Indianapolis 
charged with murder in connection with the 
dynamiting of the Los Angeles Times build- 
ing on October 1, 1910. His brother, James 
W. McNamara, and another iron worker, Ortie 
McManigle, were also arrested. The famous 
detective, W. J. Burns, has turned over to the 
Los Angeles authorities a long confession, 
signed by McManigle, implicating the union 
officials in the Los Angeles and other explo- 
sions to the total of one hundred and twelve 
fatalities and three and one half million dol- 
lars damage. The Western Federation of 
Miners and the American Federation of Labor 
are raising funds to defend their members. 

So much for the facts; the rest is conjecture, 
charge and countercharge. Burns and _ his 
men are accused of extorting the McManigle 
confession by “third-degree” methods, and 
the detective and others have been arrested on 
the charge of kidnaping in connection with the 
Indianapolis arrest. On the other side, the 
explosions are declared to have been the result 
of a far-reaching conspiracy of organized 
labor against its enemies. 

The facts will doubtless be found to lie some- 
where between these extreme views. General 





The Naval Academy at Annapolis has re- 
cently been called upon to decide a question 
which will no doubt form an important prece- 
dent in the conduct of our naval affairs. <A 
young woman, the daughter of a Yale professor, 
was visiting a lady in Annapolis and was intro- 
duced into the exclusive circles of the Acad- 
emy society—in fact one young midshipman 
went so far as to take her to a dance. Later 
it was discovered, to the horror of the author- 
ities, that the young woman had been a stu- 
dent of domestic science, that she was, in fact, 
making herself useful at the home of her hos- 
tess, and was accepting some compensation for 
her services. An Academy officer with a fine, 
unswerving snobbishness censured the unfor- 
tunate “middy” for the deed he had com- 
mitted. The matter was taken up higher, how- 
ever, and the head of the Academy finally made 
a formal apology to the young woman and her 
father—and housework escaped narrowly from 
everlasting disgrace. 








Horsecars Doomen. 





A United States judge with no imagination 
and no reverence in his soul for the past has 
ordered that certain horsecar franchises in 
New York be declared void and the tracks 
torn up. This eminent Philistine seems to 
take the narrow view that since the tracks are 
a public inconvenience and the ears obviously 
not useful for riding upon, their privilege of 
obstructing the streets should be abolished. 
The decision does not apply to all of the New 
York horsecar lines, but it is evident that the 
end is in sight. The battered, germ-filled, stove- 
heated, rollicking old Noah’s arks, drawn by 
medieval horses, are soon to be a thing of 
fragrant memory. 

With their passing goes a national joke, the 
forlorn hope of paragraphers, one of the sights 
which New York offers a horde of delighted 
visitors and, saddest of all, one of the few links 
which bind New York to a historic past. Some 
day the old craft that tinkles past Union 
Square bound, nobody knows whither, will dis- 
appear in the East Side wilderness never to 
return. We are an irreverent, utilitarian peo- 
ple. Depew and Ballinger are gone, Diaz is 
not to be with us long, Cy Young is said to be 
entering his last year of baseball. The judge 
might have let the horsecar die of old age. 








Tue Ox_p Corn Broom. 





“ 


Brooms are “ going out ” too—the old hand- 
power kind made of broom-corn. Our _ best 
families have taken to vacuum cleaners; office 
buildings go in for soft, brushy brooms made 
of - bristles. The sale of the old-fashioned 
brooms is on the decline. The farmers of the 
broom-corn country in Illinois swear they wiil 
raise no more of their product until the manu- 
facturers assure them better prices than they 
have received in recent years, and the broom- 
makers can’t do that because they are already 
administering oxygen to their perishing busi- 
ness. Even an infant industry requires less 
eoddling than one which has passed its prime. 
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Rulers 
of Men 


Do Not All Wear Crowns 


The woman who thoughtfully selects. 


proper food and drink for husband, 


father, brother or little ones, exerts a far- 


reaching influence toward clear thinking 


and successful achievement. 


POSTUM 


is a pure food-drink made of selected 


parts of wheat (including the Phosphate 


of Potash grown in the grain) and 
a small percentage of New Orleans 
molasses. 

Postum contains no caffeine, nor any 


other drug which makes some commonly 


. used table beverages harmful. 


Good Postum can only be made by 
following the directions on the package. 
It must be boiled full 15 minutes after 
boiling begins. This long boiling brings 
out the rich flavour and full food value of 
the beverage. 


Made right, Postum has a fine color 
and a rich, pleasing, snappy taste. 


There are millions of users all over 


the world who know 


“There’s a Reason” 


Postum Cereal Company. Limited, 
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S. A. 


Canadian Postum Cereal Company, Ltd., 
Windsor, Ontario, Canada. 
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I HERE were three wicked Pirates 7 
Who terrorized the sea— 
One was white, and one was black, 
The third he was Chinee. 


2 They dwelt upon an island 
Which, quite a while ago, 
They'd towed away and stolen 
From an archipelago. 


3 They lived in peace and plenitude, 
As pirates mostly do 
(Except when they are fighting 
Or when supplies are few). 





+ But one fine day the villains found 9 
That all their food was eaten, 
And all their drink was drunken up 
From constant triple treatin’. 


5 So forth they launched their saucy ship IO 
And hoisted up her anchor— 
Their oaths were deep, their frowns were dark, 
Their hearts were filled with rancor. 
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They sailed the seas for seven days, 
For seven nights they sailed— 
And at the set of every sun 
Each pirate thinned and paled. 


Each pirate paler, thinner grew, 
And daily leaner shrunk, 

Until to keep the cold away 
They slept three in a bunk. 





“What is yon speck upon the sea?” 
At last one pirate cried; 
“T ’spec’ it is a sail, yoho!” 


The black blackguard replied. 


Then all three heaved a greedy sigh 
And headed for the ship— 

An oozy kind of longing gleamed 
On every pirate lip. 


They clambered to the vessel’s deck 
(The crew feared what might happen), 
One cried: “ What is your cargo, sir?” 
“Dried apples,” said the cap’n. 
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I 4 And then they drank what water 
The cabin boy could find, 

And soon they lit their pipes and smoked, 

Enjoying peace of mind. 


I 5 But not for long in peace they smoked— 
For soon the fateful fruit 
Made each expand to such a size 
He busted through his suit. 





I 6 Each pirate swelled to such a size 
As never was before, 
And not one man of all the three 
Could pass the cabin door. 


| [I “No other food we have on board, 

And mighty little water; 

We've been becalmed just eighteen days 
Three hours and a quarter.” 


— 


I2 “Of apples, then, we'll eat our fill,” 
The yellow pirate roared, 
And stalked into the cabin, 
Where he sat down by the board. 












I 3 The crew brought in dried apples, 
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~ And more and more and more, 
3 And those three empty pirates 
Ate skin and meat and core. 
I 7 “We'll keep you swells as prisoners! ” 
The artful captain said, 
And bade his crew set sail for home— 
Himself went off to bed. 
So, if the story told is true 
n), (I have no cause to fib it), 


The captain took those three to land 
And hung them to a gibbet. 
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tion from unseen disease germs 
lurking everywhere. 
PROTECT yourself byusing Lifebuoy for all 


toilet purposes at the office and home. 


| For the Bath and Sh it in- 
vigorates and disinfects at the same time. 
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Delightfully refreshing, pure and 
wholesome, 
i at All Druggists 
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If not at your dealer's, send 
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, I ult of paying your landlord $25 per 


rent for twelve years is this :—Youw have a 
f rent receipts; he has $3600, and the 


By Our Plan You Can 
Own the House , 


length of time, and without paying 

iny n re money. 
1 practical business proposition, backed by 
business men, is easy, Cheap, and safe, 
een in successful operation for years, 


hel hundreds of rent payers become home 


owners. 
here is nothing speculative about the plan— 
take no risk—your money is fully protected. 
W yr our book of information giving fuil 


is free. 


Socurtie Building Company 


1054 Insurance Bldg., Rochester, N.Y. 











A Genuine Panama For $1.00 
An Introductory Bargain 


This is just as good a Panama Hat as one 

costing $10, except it is coarser weave. 
Warranted genuine, hand-woven, direct 
importation from South America. Weight 
2 oz.; durable, flexible, easily shaped. 
Worn by everyone, man or ,Wwoman. 
Looks like an expensive woman’s Pana- 
ma when trimmed. Our Bargain 
Price to introduce only $1.00. 
2 for $1.88. We prepay all charges. 


$1.00 Mexican Palm Hat 50c 





For Me an, Woman or Child 
Over 00 sold to pleased customers. War- 
rat genuine handwoven in Mexico 
from stro 1g pa m fibre; colored design 
wovenin brim. Light, cool. comfort- 






75. 








abl t hurt by rain. Retails at $1.00; 
our Int regac tory Price only 
SOc. Three for $1.25. Both hats here 
offere d gent prepaid for $1.30. Money 
back if not pleased. Write today for Free Catalog of Mexican a Panama 
Hats; it will save you 30 per cent. on your summer hat ¢ 

FRANCIS K. LESTER COMP ANY, Dept. P6H, MESILLA PARK, Qn MEXICO 





Road Conditions 


Through Illinois sand, Kansas mud, Ohio dirt-ruts 
an Ce -orduroy—the Overland Tire gets over 
g real reserve strength, that is built 
ar, with the heaviest tread of any tire on 
in market—reinforced where nanayd to 
e side-friction when running in dri mud- 
s. The Overland is full size and made for either 
Dunlop or Clincher rims. 

Our list of inside prices is an invitation to you to save 
20 t o 40 per cent on your next tire purchase. 


Cut Down Expenses With Overland Tires 


ND TIRE COMPANY 
Dept. C, 1409 Michigan Ave., 
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The Simple 


Cottage for 


Summer 


Days 





ST -me make a plea for 
the sane vacation. - Many 
women go away summer 
after summer, utterly ex- 
hausted before a_ holiday 
begins by preparations for 
it. . In the fall they re- 
turn frazzled of nerve and 
physically worn out  be- 
eause the. summer has been one long agony, 
trying to dress, keep house and entertain 
as people do who have thrice their means. 
This aspiring to a Newport establishment on 
a Coney Island income goes on North, South, 
East and West all over our continent, year af- 
ter year. As time goes on, it grows worse, be- 
cause the daughter follows in the steps of her 
mother and the next generation is bound to be 
more lavish than the last. One thing that 
makes the heart ache is the thought of Amer- 
ican men toiling and denying themselves to 
give such a prodigal family the only sort of 
vacation that seems to satisfy it. | 

If men, women and children could be made 
to understand the blissfulness of a simple 
holiday, the vast, migratory portion of a na- 
tion would learn how much more enjoyment, 
health and rest could be got from the simple 
life than from an unending effort to be “just 
as good” as our neighbor. Every one has 
to adapt advice to suit one’s circumstances; 
still from what one woman has learned dur- 
ing many seasons of “ cottaging,” a few ideas 
may be gleaned that will prove useful. 





¢ 


Avoid Dress-up Resorts 


If you would have real rest, get as far away 
as you possibly can from dress-up resorts, 
where boardwalks, pier-bands, bowling alleys, 
trollies, Midways and bathing beaches disturb 
the public peace. 

It pays to spend a little money early in the 
season on traveling around to search for a 
cottage. I learned this lesson after one tragic 
experience, when we were set down bag and 
baggage in front of a mean, weatherbeaten, 
ugly, little, gingerbread house, amid a waste 
of sand and brush. It had been extolled by a 
real-estate man as “ A Cozy, Sumptuous, Sea- 
side Retreat, Far from the Madding Crowd.” 
It was so far from the madding crowd that 
butcher, milkman and baker had to be bribed 
to come near us, and it was only sumptuous 
in the matter of rent. Still we could not lay 
a finger on anything that was a lie in the 
man’s description; it was simply a case of an 
advance agent’s extravagant adjectives. His 
statements were all of a piece with the claim 
that his cottage was screened. It was— 
screened with saggy, half-rotten mosquito net- 
ting. We had signed a month’s lease, so we 
“ stuck it out.” Since that experience the ten 
to twenty dollars I spend each spring on in- 
vestigating what is offered us proves well 
worth the money. Occasionally we find a place 
we like so well one summer that we engage it 


‘for the following season. The trouble with 


this, however, is that every household finds it 
hard to make plans twelve months ahead and 
stick to them. 

Before renting a cottage various things 
ought to be closely investigated: sanitary con- 
veniences, the water supply, methods for dis- 
posing of garbage and waste, the kitchen 
stove, fly screens, beds, bedding and cooking 


utensils. When all these necessities are found 
to be up to the mark one can exist on bare 
floors and with the plainest sort of furniture. 

It is a good plan to take along, even to a 
cottage guaranteed to be “ well supplied with 
everything,” a number of articles which may 
be needed for a big family or for unexpected 
company. There may be a sudden demand 
at any time for extra silver, linen, cooking 
utensils or bedclothes, as occasionally such 
things are not all that would be desired. Salt 
air tarnishes silver and rusts tin or iron. 
Never carry solid silver with you; I learned 
this lesson after having several teaspoons 
thrown over the cliff among the debris of an 
oyster roast. Plated ware is cheap and un- 
bleached linen is good enough for shore needs. 
Weeks before we move I begin to make a list 
of all the etceteras needed for decent living 


and send a box by freight so that it will be’ 


on hand before our arrival. 


Simple Furnishing the Best 


It is an excellent plan to go ahead of the 
family and get everything in readiness. You 
have no idea of the extra comfort this means. 
You can see that the landlord carries out his 
agreement to have the house cleaned; I even 
like té superintend the cleaning myself. The 
woodshed or coalbin has to be plenished, the 
refrigerator stocked, marketing done, beds 
aired — there are a thousand things to be at- 
tended to. If these details are left till you 
are surrounded by an eager, hungry family, 
there are a few days when life seems anything 
but a vacation. Generally I plan to spend 
two days at this sort of job, boarding mean- 
time at a nearby hotel. 

No matter where you go the decorations of 
the cottage should be of the simplest form. 
Once when I unlocked the door of a pleasant 
little cottage I gasped in dismay at the first 
glance I had of the interior. Never in my 
life had I seen such an assortment of gew- 
gaws; the walls were covered with posters, the 
ceiling was hung with stuff which looked like 
Christmas-tree decorations, there were Japa- 
nese lanterns, banners, wasps’ nests, flags, 
trivial, passe-partouted pictures, and a_ per- 
fectly indescribable mess of trash everywhere. 
Shelves were loaded with shells, dried starfish, 
seaweed, stones — any old thing the sea had 
cast up. Tidies, lambrequins and tablecovers 
in the last’ stages of dusty, faded decrepitude 
were hung on every bit of furniture in the 
living room. The bedrooms were as _ bad. 
There were dust-catching bureau covers, pin- 
cushions, ribbony trash, satin-covered bottles, 
pintrays and pincushions. The place looked 
like a mausoleum for a twenty-year horde of 
useless Christmas gifts. Since it was hard 
to tell where to draw the line in clearing up, 
before the scrubwoman began her job 
stripped the entire house of dust collectors. 
They filled a closet. I follow this plan wher- 
ever we go, because every summer cottage is a 
tomb for more or less trash that helps to make 
housekeeping a burden. I have seen pretty 
little bungalows, which look indoors like a 
city billboard. The only decorations we give 
space to are vases that are filled each day 
with fresh wild flowers, boxes of growing ferns 
and branches of spicy pine. 

We use rugs only in front of beds. The 
lower floors of a cottage are much easier to 
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keep clean if they are bare. When scrubbed 
twice a week: early in the morning and dried 
by letting a breeze sweep through the house 
labor is reduced to the minimum. 

One must-have in every summer cottage 
is a comfortable fireplace. Cool days at the 
shore. in the mountains or the woods are a 
certainty at’ any part of the summer and a 
big, cozy, crackling fire on a wet night or a 
chill day becomes not only a luxury but a 
necessity. 


Amusement for Rainy Days 


All the year round, I fill a “ wet day box” 
which goes with us for the summer. Into it 
go jig-saw puzzles, magazines which hold in- 
teresting reading that is good for any time, 
games for the children, books, fancy work, 
or some craft job. You would be astonished, 
if you try this plan, to find what interesting 
things accumulate. I pick them up at bar- 
gain counters and in all sorts of places. Last 
year it was suggested that each one in the 
family keep during the year an envelope into 
which interesting clippings were put. Noth- 
ing was to be read aloud until a wet day or 
a cold evening came, when we had to sit 
around the fire. The fun these envelopes af- 
forded on our “shut-in” days can never be 
told. 

One of the pleasantest cottages we ever 
dwelt in was built and furnished by a woman 
who spent more ingenuity and thought on it 
than she did money. A village carpenter made 
a good deal of the furniture, to which she 
gave the finishing touche:. Toilet tables were 
boards attached to the wall by brackets; over 
them stood excellent mirrors which did not 
cost as much as the fearful distorters we often 
encounter in a rented house. She bought the 
mirrors cut in proper sizes at the factory, had 
them backed to protect the quicksilver, then 
around them the carpenter set plain, var- 
nished, picture-molding for frames. Seats 
were fitted into window spaces, by the fire- 
side, or in jogs of the wall. They were cov- 
ered with green denim and when I lifted 
hinged lids they showed a clean interior lined 
with paper cambric. Thus she did away en- 
tirely with bureaus. There is nothing more 
aggravating than the joggly, cheap, ugly bu- 
reau of a shore cottage with balky drawers 
that would make a saint swear. The boxes 
were suited to hold waists, underwear, shoes 
or skirts laid out full length; besides they 
served for chairs. The dining room had a neat 
dish cupboard with white-enameled shelves; 
there was a buffet made like a toilet table 
and the big dining-room table was immacu- 
late with a white oilcloth cover. The entire 
house was done in white enamel or white oil- 
cloth and green denim. Before each bed was 
laid a strip of grass matting bound with 
green ; all over the house the curtains were neat 
strips of unbleached cotton, and the same mate- 
rial bordered with a green-and-white cretonne 
was used for spreads. Everything had a spot- 
lessly clean, cool, summery appearance which 
was so attractive that one did not hesitate at 
paying a good rent. This woman was wise 
enough to know that the average housewife 
prefers cleanliness and comfort to gimerack- 
ery, lurid imitations of good furniture, and 
the flamboyant things which are a delusion 
and a snare. What she saved on furniture she 
spent on comfortable mattresses, good springs, 
warm blankets, a first-class stove and substan- 
tial granite cooking utensils. 


Leave Your Troubles at Home 


Provide yourself with a few; good, necessary 
things and forget your “ possessions.” Did 
you ever take stock of all you own when you 
occupy a cottage in some green, breezy, beau- 
tiful unfashionable place? You own a stretch 
of white shining beach, great, rugged rocks 
where the ocean dashes and foams, a wide ex- 
panse of blue, the wash of waves for a lullaby 
of nights and ozone fine enough to make the 
sick well. The joy of living is then too 
precious to be sacrificed to elaborate -house- 
keeping or a futile, foolish anxiety to keep 
up with the procession. 
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THE 
REASON: 
(Extractstrom Official Report) 

“The Colt is 
superior, because itis more 
reliable, the more endurin 
... and the more accurate.’ 

“The Colt Pistol em- 
bodies all the features con- 
sidered essential, desirable 


and preferable by the Board.” 
The Colt is adopted in 


consequence of its marked su- 
periority to any other known pistol. 


THIS DECISION 


Settles the Question of Automatic 
Pistol Supremacy 


No matter what other manufacturers 


may claim, the COLT is the 


PROVEN STANDARD 
of the FIREARMS WORLD! 


Send for Folder No. 18. 
It gives FACTS, not theories. 


HARTFORD, CONN. 











COLT’S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO. 
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Pistol 


Just adopted by the 


U.S. 


Government! 





OVER 


6000 


consecutive shots 
fired from this pistol 
in one test without 
a jam, misfire or 
broken part! 
A i 
PERFECT 
SCORE! i 
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Gain 





a Doubled Demand 





for No-Rim-Cut Tires 





About two years ago the Goodyear No-Rim- 
Cut Tire--our patented tire—began to become 
the sensation. It was the final result of ten 
years spent in tire-making. 

Last year our tire sales trebled—jumped to 
$8,500,000—because of this tire’s popularity. 

This year 64 leading motor car makers made 
contracts with us for No-Rim-Cut Tires. 

Now about 600,000 No-Rim-Cut Tires have 
been sold—enough to equip 150,000 cars. The 
result of their use is this: 


tires. “Yet we can’t keep up with our orders. 


The reasons are these: 


Goodyear No-Rim-Cut Tires make rim cutting 
impossible. They are, in addition, 10% oversize. 
That means 10% more carrying capacity. ‘With 
the average car it adds 25% to the tire mileage. 


These two features together, under average 
conditions, cut tire bills in two, Yet they cost 
nothing extra. Is it any won- 





The demand for these cars 
is more than twice that of 
last year—six times that of 
two years ago. 

Our enormous plants, with 
three shifts of men, are run 
night and day. Our daily 
output is 2,200 automobile 





(j0OD)SYEAR 


No-Rim-Cut Tires 


With or Without Non-Skid Tread 


der that -buyers, when. they 
learn these facts, demand the 
No-Rim-Cut Tires ? 


Our TIRE BOOK—based 
on twelve years of tire-mak- 
ing — tells many facts you 
should know. Ask us to mail 
it to you. 








THE GOODYEAR TIRE AND RUBBER COMPANY, 77th Street, AKRON, OHIO 


Branches and Agencies in 103 Principal Cities 
Canadian Factory : 


(316) We Make All Sorts of Rubber Tires 


. Ontario. Main Canadian Office: Toronto, Ontario 
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1an who will insist on Cooper’s, and be sure it 

} ooper Trade-Mark, will always get perfect 
satisfaction. There is no “same as” nor 
od for 


we make the machines that make 
the goods—the kind with the stretch. 


ers carry acomplete line of the heey tes es, 
ud colors. Sample of fabrie and boo! let, 
son request. 


C OOPER MFG. CO., Bennington, Vt. 








Moth-Proof Red Cedar Chifforobe 


On 15 Days’ 7 


hernmoun- 
protects furs 
st moths 
se of caim- 
fforobe adds | 
conven- 
na women 
itself by 
Saving Cold Storage Charges | 


ar Chiffo- 
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Tare Your EYES Affected in 
Any Way? 
If so, let us send you 

The Ideal Sight Restorer 


for 10 days at our expense. 


Ithelps Nature ina purely nat- 
ural way to strengthen the 
eyes and restore the natural 
vision. Its action is in the na- 
ture of ag -ntie massage,which 
thi 8 the eyes by restoring the normal circulation of blood— 
that is iat weak eyes require. But it does more—it molds the 
ye painlessly but surely to its perfect shape. ‘This is necessary 
t yrre ear-Sight, far-sight, astigmatism,and kindred defects. 
it is absol ite sly safe—it does not come in direet contact with the 
es; and five minutes’ manipulation, in your own home, twicea 
jay, is all that is necessary to counterac t eyestrain and headache, 
i relegate eyeglasses to the rubbish box. Throw away your 
asses. See nature and read with your naked 7. Write 

ictive booklet No. 129 F and 10 days’ test 


t THE IDEAL CO., 134 W. 65th St., New York 
* Nearepeesecge uote i oni, 
SN Letters from Bankers 


This is a most remarkable book. 
It contains expressions from dozens of 
Presidents and Cashiers of National and 
State Banks, telling how they found 





The Normal Eye. 











health at 
The Thornton & Minor Sanitarium 
Every seetion and state of the nation are represented, along with 
some f eS countries. It is unimpeachable evidence of a great 
f You Suffer write us. For over 35 years we have 


ssfully relieved men and women of their most common afflic- 
tions those treacherous Rectal and Pelvic maladies including 
Rupture. The permanent results of our Special System of Treat- 
t are attested by Judges, Ministers, Bankers and Farmers in 

r 900 page cloth bound book, sent postpaid for the asking. The 
ook also contains much information aboutthe Sanitarium its equip- 
ent and methods. Write today. If we cannot help you we tell you. 


The Thornton 6 Minor Sanitarium, 











\ Dept. 121 10th é Oak Sts., Kansas City, Mo. 


cuicacoSUNCLOTHES DRYER 
FOR LAWN USE 

os aa Eliminates clothes posts, is yereney and can be 
removed when not in use, holds 165 feet of line. 
Excels all others in strength, durat Ley f and 
convenience in handling. 

independently. When opened, arms Spek in 
position and stretch lines. When arms 
lock automatically. Best and most satisfactor 
lawn dryer made. Write for Free folder No. 


THE CHICAGO DRYER CO. 
624 So. Wabash Av., Dept. 25, Chicago 
PARKER’S HAIR es 

CLEANSES AND BEAUTIFIES THE Hap 


PrRoMOTES A LUXURIANT GROWT 
Restores Gray yo te its Youthful 


olo} 
Prevents 2 sank Diseases. and Hair Falling 
Druggists 
nents 

















and $1.00 at 
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EDITORIAL Chat 


By Orison Swett MARDEN 

















Self-Consciousness 


the Foe 


to Success 





m3 IMIDITY, shyness, and 

# self-consciousness belong to 
the same family. We usu- 
ally find all where we find 
any one, and they are all 
enemies of peace of mind, 
happiness, and achieve- 
ment. No one has ever 
done a great thing while 
his mind was centered upon himself. We 
must lose ourselves before we can find our- 
selves. Self-analysis is valuable only to learn 
our strength; it is fatal if it makes us dwell 
upon our weaknesses. 

Timid, shy people are morbidly self-con- 
scious; they think too much about themselves. 
Their thoughts are turned inward; they are 
always. analyzing, dissecting themselves, won- 
dering how they appear and what people think 
of them. If these people could only forget 
themselves and think of others, they would be 
surprised to see what freedom, ease and grace 
they would gain; what success in life they 
would achieve. 

Thousands of young people are held back 
from undertaking what they long to do, and 
are kept from trying to make real their great 
life-dreams, because they are afraid to jostle 
with the world. They shrink from exposing 
their sore spots and sensitive points, which 
smart from the lightest touch. Their super- 
sensitiveness makes cowards of them. 

Oversensitiveness, whether in man or wom- 
an, is really an exaggerated form of self- 
consciousness. It is far removed from conceit 
or self-esteem, yet it causes one’s own person- 
ality to overshadow everything else. A sen- 
sitive person feels that whatever he does, wher- 
ever he goes, or whatever he says, he is the cen- 
ter of observation. He imagines that people are 
criticizing his movements, having fun at his 
expense, or analyzing his character, when they 
are probably not thinking of him at all. He 
does not realize that other people are too busy 
and too much interested in themselves and 
other things to devote to him any of their time 
beyond what is necessary. When he thinks 
they are aiming remarks at him, putting 
slights upon him, or trying to hold him up to 
the ridicule of others, they may not be even 
conscious of his presence. 


Going Through Life Encased in Ice 


What a misfortune it is to go through life 
apparently encased in ice, yet all the while 
full of kindly, cordial feeling for one’s fellow 
men! Shy people are always distrustful of 
their powers and look upon their lack of con- 
fidence as a weakness or lack of ability, when 
it may indicate quite the reverse. 

Morbid sensitiveness requires heroic treat- 
ment. A sufferer who wishes to overcome it 
must take himself in hand as determinedly 
as he would if he wanted to get control of a 
quick temper, or to rid himself of a habit of 
lying, or stealing, or drinking, or any other 
defect which prevented his being a whole man. 

“ What shall I do to get rid of it?” asks a 
victim. Think less of yourself and more of 
others. Mingle freely with people. Become 
interested in things outside of yourself. Do 
not brood over what is said to you, or analyze 
every simple remark until you magnify it into 
something of the greatest importance. Do 
not have such a low and unjust estimate of 
people as to think they are bent on nothing 
but hurting the feelings of others, and de- 


preciating and making light of them on every 
possible occasion. A man who appreciates 
himself at his true value, and who gives his 
neighbors credit for being at least as good as 
he is, cannot be a victim of oversensitiveness, 

One of the best schools for a sensitive boy 
is a large business house in which he will be 
thrown among strangers who will not handle 
him with gloves. In such an environment he 
will soon learn that every one has all he can 
do to attend to his own business. He will 
realize that he must be a man and give and 
take with the others, or get out. He will be 
ashamed to play “cry baby” every time he 
feels hurt, but will make up his mind to grin 
and bear it. Working in competition with 
other people, and seeing that exactly the same 
treatment is given to those about him as to 
himself, takes the nonsense out of him. He 
begins to see that the world is too busy to 
bother itself especially about him, and that, 
even when people look at him, they are not 
usually thinking of him. 


Good Clothes Unlock the Tongue 


I know a young man who was so self-con- 
scious when a youth that he would cross the 
street to avoid meeting any one he knew. He 


* was completely confused when any one he was 


not accustomed to see chanced to speak to him 
on the street. 

He tells me that he used to go out in the 
country and talk to himself seriously about his 
failings. ‘“‘ Now, Arthur, either there is some- 
thing in you or there is not; and ] am going 
to find out,” he would say. “Do not be a 
fool. You are just as good a anybody else, 
so. long as you behave as well. Hold up your 
head and be a man. Do nut be afraid to face 
anybody. Go about among people as though 
you were somebody. Quit this everlasting self- 
depreciation, self-effaeement. You are God’s 
child, and you have just as good a right on 
this glad green earth as anybody else.” 

Shy people should dress well. Good clothes 
give ease of .nanner, and unlock the tongue. 
The consciousness of being well-dressed gives 
a grace and ease of manner that even religion 
will not bestow, while inferiority of garb often 
induces restraint. As peculiarities in apparel 
are sure to attract attention, it is well to avoid 
bright colors and fashionable extremes, and 
wear plain, well-fitting garments of as good 
material as the purse will afford. 

A college course is of inestimable value to a 
boy or girl of over-refined sensibilities. Often- 
times, when boys enter college as freshmen, 
they are so sensitiv. ‘bat they are always 
being hurt and the le stung by the un- 
conscious thrusts 01 ssmates and compan- 
ions. But after they have been in college a 
term, and have been knocked about and han- 
dled in.a rough but: good-humored manner by 
youths of their own age, they realize that it 
would be the most foolish thing in the world 
to betray resentment. 

Thousands of people are out of positions, 
and cannot keep places when they get them, 
because of this weakness. Many a good busi- 
ness man has been kept back, or even ruined, 
by his quickness to take offense, or to resent 
a fancied slight. There is many a clergy- 
man, well educated and able, who is so sensi- 
tive that he cannot keep a pastorate long. 
From his distorted viewpoint some brother or 
sister in the church is always hurting him, 
saying and thinking unkind things, or throw- 


See page 3 . 








scr TFT FF 





MAGAZINE 


ing out hints and suggestions calculated to 
jnjure him in the eyes of the congregation. 


Carrying About an Injured Air 


Many school-teachers are great sufferers 
from oversensitiveness. Remarks of parents, 
or school committees, or little bits of gossip 
which are reported to them make them feel as 
if people were sticking pins into them, meta- 
phorically speaking, all the time. Writers, 
authors, and other people with artistic tem- 
peraments are usually very sensitive. I have 
in mind a very strong, vigorous editorial 
writer who is so prone to take offense that he 
can not hold a position either on a magazine 
or a daily paper. He is cut to the very quick 
by the. slightest criticism, and regards every 
suggestion for the improvement of his work 
as a personal affront. He always carries about 
an injured air, a feeling that he has been 
imposed upon, which greatly detracts from an 
otherwise agreeable personality. 

The great majority of people, no matter 
how rough in manner or bearing, are kind- 
hearted, and would much rather help than 
hinder a fellow being, but they have all they 
can do to attend to their own affairs, and have 
no time to spend in minutely analyzing the 
nature and feeling of those whom they meet 
in the course of their daily business. In the 
busy world of affairs, it is give and take, touch 
and go, and those who expect to get on must 
rid themselves of all morbid sensitiveness. If 
they do not, they doom themselves to unhappi- 
ness and failure. 

Self-consciousness is a foe to greatness in 
every line of endeavor. Some of our best 
writers never found themselves, never touched 
their power, until they forgot their rules for 
construction, their grammar, their rhetorical 
arrangement, by losing themselves in their 
subject. Then they found their style. 

It is when a writer is so completely carried 
away with his subject that he can not help 
writing, that he writes naturally. Then he 
shows what his real style is. 

No orator has ever electrified an audience 
while he was thinking of his style or was con- 
scious of his rhetoric, or trying to apply the 
conventional rules of oratory. It is when the 
orator’s soul is on fire with his theme, and he 
forgets his audience, forgets everything but 
his subject, that he does a really great thing. 

No painter ever did a great masterpiece 
when trying to keep all the rules of his pro- 
fession, the laws of drawing, of perspective, 
the science of color, in his mind. Everything 
must be swallowed up in his zeal, fused in the 
fire of his genius— then, and then only, can 
he really create. 

No singer ever captivated her audience until 
she forgot herself, until she was lost in her 
song. 

Could anything be more foolish and short- 
sighted than to allow a morbid sensitiveness 
to interfere with one’s advancement in life? 

I know a young lady with a superb mind 
and a fine personality, capable of filling a 
superior position, who has been kept in a very 
ordinary situation for years simply because of 
her morbid sensitiveness. 

She takes it for granted that if any criti- 
cism is made in the department where she 
works, it is intended for her, and she “ flies 
off the handle” over every little remark that 
she can possibly twist into a reflection upon 
herself. 

The result is that she makes it so unpleas- 
ant for her employers that they, do not pro- 
mote her. And she can not understand why 
she does not get on faster. 

No one wishes to employ any one who is so 
sensitive that one is obliged to be on one’s guard 
every moment lest one wound him or touch a 
sore spot. A man wants to feel that his 
employees understand him, and that they take 
into consideration the thousand and one little 
vexations and happenings which are extremely 
trying, and that if he does not happen to 
approach them with a smiling face, with con- 
sideration and friendliness in his words or 
commands, they will not take offense. They 
will think of his troubles, not their own, if 
they are wise: they will forget self, and con- 
tribute their zeal to the greater good. 








Civilization— from 
Signal Fire to Telephone 


§ Svs telephone gives the widest 
range to personal communi- 
cation. Civilization has been ex- 
tended by means of communica- 
tion. 


The measure of the progress of 
mankind is the difference between 
the signal fire of the Indian and 
the telephone service of to-day. 


Each telephone user has a per- 
sonal interest in the growth of the 
whole telephone system. 


He is directly benefited by every 
extension of his own possibilities. 
He is indirectly benefited by the 
extension of the same possibilities 
to others, just as he is benefited 
by the extension of the use of his 
own language. 


Any increase in the number of 
telephones increases the usefulness 
of each telephone connected with 
this system. 


The Bell System is designed to 
provide Universal service. 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy  ——————« One System __Universal Service 


Infinite Pains to Make Letters Look Right. You dictate care- 
fully. You insist on correct spelling and punctuation. You are doubtless a 
stickler for mechanical neatness in your letters. How about your stationery? In 
making letter-paper for you we take even greater pains than you insist on your 
stenographer taking to get your letter right. It’s @ staving good typist whose 
work can compare in intrinsic excellence with 


Aampsbire Bout 


Old Hampshire Bond has been as instrumental as the typewriter in placing 
present-day business correspondence on its high plaife of dignity and appearance. 

Let us send you the Old Hampshire Bond Book of Specimens. It contains 
suggestions for letterheads and other business forms, printed, lithographed and 
engraved on the white and fourteen colors of Old Hampshire Bond. 

Write for it on your present letterhead. Address 


Hampshire Paper Company 
South Hadley Falls, Mass. 
The only paper makers in N world making bond paper exclusively. Makers 


of Old Hampshire Bond, he Stationery of a Gentleman,” and also Old 
Hampshire Bond Typewriter | Paper and Manuscript Covers. 
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Whenever you see an 
Arrow think of Coca-Cola 











Suggest 
It 


[here never was a 
walk yet that wasn’t 
made more: enjoy- 
able by dropping in 
it a soda fountain 
fora bit of a rest and 


A Glass of 


\nd it fits in so well 
with the joy of the 
walk. There?’s a 
briskness—a fresh 
wholesomeness # 
that’s for allthe 
world like a smart 
walk on a clear day. 


Delicious --- Refreshing 
Thirst-Quenching 


5c 


Everywhere 


r interesting booklet, 
Truth About Coca-Cola.” 
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The Atheist 


steps to ask a word about the health of this 
one or the welfare of some boy away at col- 
lege. And there was the sermon to be dis- 
cussed and criticized, the weighty affairs of 
church government, the administration of 
church funds to be gone into. And there were 
those simple acts of worship; the joining in 
prayer and the singing of hymus, that brought 
to one such a tranquil feeling of peace and 
of duty done. 

Yes, sir, David Crafts felt as lonely as Job’s 
turkey, and he pounded the nails and his fin- 
gers alternately to get that fence finished; and 
then, — never again! Whether he went to 
church or not any more, Sunday was a day 
of rest. by gum! Physiologically and ethical- 
ly, one should make it so. 

It was here that the first returning church- 
goers passed and turned upon him astonished 
eyes. They passed first by ones and twos and 
then in more closely serried groups; little 
family parties; knots of friends. The fam- 
ilies that had marched to church as one had 
split up into little neighborhood groups of 
appropriate ages. And all these people stopped 
to say: “ Good morning, Mr. Crafts,” or * Good 
morning, Dave,” according to their age and 
how well they knew him. And each voice held 
a different inflection of surprise, disapproval, 
or indignation. TLittle Minnie Blake giggled 
with her hand in front of her fresh little im- 
pudent face. 

The emotions of David Crafts, alas, were 
not those of the reformer. He felt far from 
the enlightened visionary who had talked to 
Lucilla Stratton the day before. He didn’t 
feel as if he were heralding a new Jerusalem 
where man would worship his Maker face to 
face and be free from dogma and “ conven- 
tional religiosity,” as he called it. No, David 
Crafts, hammering pickets unhandily into his 
fence in the face of his churchgoing neigh- 
bors, felt like none of these things. Not one 
high emotion remained with him to console 
him. What David Crafts felt like was a fool, 
and yet the “ Casabianca” that lurks in all 
men worthy of the name kept him to his post. 
If he were a fool, then let him not be ashamed 
of it and turn and run. If he were a fool, he 
was just as much a fool before they came past, 
and if he couldn’t stand the broadside of their 
looks, if he couldn’t stand the giggling of 
Blakes, he was a poor worm surely: But, oh, 
how he wished he had begun his task half an 
hour earlier! 

Mrs. Crafts and the children, returning with 
the Stratton family, heard the blows of the 
hammer and saw the faces of those ahead of 
them turned toward the Crafts’ house. 

“He’s mending it,” gasped Mrs. Stratton. 
“ What are you going to say to him, Susan?” 

“Nothing,” responded that lady cheerily. 
‘“‘Tt’s David’s business, not mine.” 

“T wonder at you,” said her sister. “I 
wonder at you. Everything that the father of 
your children does is your business. If you 
don’t see your way clear to speaking a few 
words, I do.” 

“But not here and now,” suggested her 
husband firmly. “ The town’s all agog as it 
is. You don’t want to give them that much 
more to talk about.” 

And how much they did have to talk about 
already was measured in the emphasis of his 
tone. 

When Mrs. Crafts turned in 
gate, all she said was: 

“Are you going to whitewash this after- 
noon ?” 

There was no bravado in this; she was in- 
terested to know. 

“No, I’m not!” responded her husband. 
“Tt looks to me like rain.” And though the 
sun was shining brightly, his tone was one 
that no wife would have cared to dispute. 

Daniel, meanwhile, had disappeared. He 
had disappeared because Skinny Redmond, 
who was walking with him, had said: 

“ Your father’s breaking the Sabbath.” And 
his cousin, Hubert Stratton, had said: 


at her own 
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“Uncle David don’t believe in Sunday any 
more. He’s an atheist.” 

“ He ain't,” replied Daniel. 

“Sure he is,” said Skinny, “if he don’t be- 
lieve in Sunday. .That’s what makes ’em so.” 

* You're a liar,” remarked Daniel. It was 
all he needed. He had been longing to cham- 
pion the faith of his father. 

“Tl fight you to-morrow,” said Skinny. 

“You can fight me to-morrow if you want 
to,” replied Dan, “but I'll fight you now. 
Come inside Gates’s yard,” he added sternly, 
“or Ill fight you right here — right here in 
front of the whole town. I don’t care if I’m 
arrested; I don’t care if you're arrested; I 
don’t care what happens.” The fires of rage 
gleamed in his eye; the fierce rage of the red- 
headed. Hypnotized by it, Skinny and Hubert 
stepped behind the shelter of the evergreen 
hedge in the Gates yard. Two old maiden 
ladies now lived in the back of the house and 
seldom put up the front shades, and the boys 
made frequent encampments among the over- 
grown and scraggy shrubbery. 

And there occurred the famous thrashing of 
Skinny Redmond and Hubert Stratton. For 
Daniel thrashed them one after another; he 
was blind to the shouts of “ Enough!” and 
drunk with the desire to defend his father. 

“Don’t you dare to call him an atheist!” 
he shouted while engaged industriously in 
what is known among boys as “ hammerin’ the 
face off'n ’em.” 

It was when Hubert was trying to pull him 
off Skinny that he turned on him and the sec- 
ond fight occurred. He went home covered 
with the damp mold from the ground, his 
nose bloody, but his spirits refreshed. It was 
only when he got inside the door and heard 
his mother’s shocked: 

“Why, Dan, you’ve been fighting! ” echoed 
by his father’s: —‘“ Have you been fighting 
on Sunday, sir?” that he remembered that 
warfare with fists was the one thing forbid- 
den. Mr. and Mrs. Crafts were both wphold- 
ers of the universal peace. They didn’t be- 
lieve in giving their boys toy soldiers or can- 
non to play with; they didn’t believe in mili- 
tary drill in school, or anything that should 
inculcate the martial spirit. 

Mr. Crafts, his disposition already tried by 
the ordeal of the morning, now broke out: 

“Go to your room, Daniel, and I'll come in 
a moment.” 

Daniel mounted the stairs; the injustice of 
life welled through him. Supposing he was to 
die that week; supposing he was to get 
drowned going swin:ming, or a trolley was to 
run over him —a motor-car would be better 
because a fellow that would let himself be run 
over by a trolley would be a chump — then 
think how his father would feel when his 
uncle Henry said: 

“Why, only last Sunday Dan: licked Hu- 
bert on your account.” 

But, curiously enough, it didn’t occur to 
Dan to enter into any explanation with his 
father as to the cause of his fight, nor did it 
occur to Mr. Crafts to ask why Daniel had 
been fighting. He punished violence with vio- 
lence. Daniel knew it; that was the end of it. 
There is a knack in giving a good thrashing 
as well as in anything else, and Mr. Crafts 
had no technique and not enough practise to 
make up for his natural lack of ability. 
Thrashing his children played the very mis- 
chief with Mr. Crafts’ nerves; he felt himself 
a brute and thought himself rather much of a 
mollycoddle that he felt such a brute. 

He ended the ceremony with an admonition 
against further fighting which made no im- 
pression at all upon his son. Dan intended 
to fight if he got thrashed every day for it. A 
sort of sacred rage possessed him. Older peo- 
ple might turn the eye of criticism toward 
the head of his house, but while Dan Crafts 
had fists boys shouldn’t do it. 

After Sunday-school he sat quietly in the 
yard learning his lesson for the next Sunday; 
a foresight as a rule known only to girls. He 
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sat there studying and dreaming — dreaming 
that the secandalized town that had wagged 
its tongue at his father was Goliath and he 
was David. <A very high passion of loyalty 
flamed in his heart. 

Meanwhile, to his father, the day was fall- 
ing more and more flat. It is not with im- 
punity that. at forty-six one trifles with the 
habits of a lifetime. He made one or two 
remarks about the conventional attitude of 
Christians toward religion and the well-spring 
of their faith in the churches, and receiving 
no satisfactory answer from his calm wife, at 
last he inquired with exasperated suspicion: 

“Are you trying Tolstoi’s 
idea with me, Susan?” 

“Why, no, father,” 
“Why should I?” 

Here Emery, the scorner of the family cir- 
cle, the maker of mysterious experiments — 
Emery, the one silent member of a garrulous 
household, spoke: 

“Tm glad you aren’t going to church any 
more, father.” His ears stood out crimson in 
his embarrassment. “I haven’t believed in 
God for a long time.” 

“What?” shouted Mr. Crafts. “ What's 
that you’re saying —that I don’t believe in 
God? It’s because I believe in God more that 
I don’t go to church. You — you young jack- 
anapes — you think you know more than all 
the men and women who have ever lived — 
don’t Jet me hear any more nonsense from 
your mouth about not believing in God!” 

Emery, wounded and angry, drew his loose- 
jointed, overgrown self to his feet. 

“T thought you were liberal-minded,” he 
said darkly. 

“Leave the boy alone,” said 
indulgently. “‘ He’ll get over it.” 

These two remarks suddenly took the flame 
of indignation from Mr. Crafts and left him 
still more depressed. He went to his work 
Monday without the usual feeling of refresh- 
ment that a calm New England Sabbath gave 
him. He had the feeling that the world was 
all out of joint; life stretched before him un- 
punctuated by any peaceful attendance at 
public worship. As he neared his own. door 
Monday night, life took on still more unpleas- 
ant forms. There was Daniel in the midst of 
a crowd fighting madly, fighting blindly; the 
other boy was getting the worst of it. 

What had happened to the world, Mr. Crafts 
wondered. There was Emery talking about 
not believing in God and Daniel forever fight- 
ing. Sons were a hideous responsibility. 

“ Daniel!” he shouted. “ Daniel, you come 
out of that! Come along with me! ” 

There is a certain cadence to a father’s 
voice when he says that that lets the world 
know what’s up. It penetrated to Mrs. Blake 
who was hanging out clothes in the next yard. 

“Tf you're going to punish Daniel,” called 
this lady, “ don’t you think you ought to know 
what he’s been fighting about first, Mr. Crafts ? 
That boy’s been fighting the whole town 0’ 
boys because they say you’re an atheist and a 
Sabbath-breaker. Seems to me ’twould be 
more logical if you weren’t to give him any 
cause to fight.” 

Silence fell between father and son. The 
little crowd of boys had _ unostentatiously 
slipped away. Daniel kicked the pebbles out 
of the walk with his toe and looked down on 
the ground. Chivalry had fled; the embarrass- 
ment of both was as deep and real as their 
emotion. 

Mr. Crafts looked away and coughed once 
or twice, then led the way into the house, 
Daniel following. At the sitting-room door he 
turned to Dan and said: 

“Well, son, I wouldn’t fight any more for 
that reason. Ill be going to church next 
Sunday.” And, striving for a light yet philo- 
sophical tone, he explained to Mrs. Crafts: 
“T’ve been thinking over the matter of con- 
ventional churchgoing, and while from an 
abstract point of view it is right for me to 
stay away, from a practical point of view it’s 
right for me to go.” 

Mrs. Crafts smiled pleasantly but made no 
reply of any kind. 

“There has been far too much talk about 
this whole matter,”’ said Mr. Crafts with final- 
ity, and took up the evening paper. 


non-resistance 


she replied tranquilly. 


Mrs. Crafts 


If subscribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertisements, they are protected by our guarantee against loss. 








HE paint-brush has come to be 
r ecognized as a necessary accessory 
of the Spring housecleaning. Ravages of time and wear 


fly before its magic influence—and they stay away— 
if the paint or the finish is the right Sort. 


ACME QUALITY 


Paints, Enamels, Stains and Varnishes 


are each made to give best, most lasting, results. The 
highest quality made in the largest plant of its kind in 
the world. One for every purpose. 


Acme Quality Varno-Lac stains and varnishes at one 
operation. It produces the true effects of the richest 
woods—mahogany, rosewood, cherry, oak, walnut. 
Easily applied and gives a lustrous, durable surface. 


Your dealer should have Acme Quality Paints and 
Finishes. If he can’t supply you, write us.- 


Send to-day for copy of 


The Acme Quality 
Painting Guide Book 


A complete painting and finishing 
handbook. Fells what should be 
used for every purpose—and how it 
should be applied. Handsomely il- 
lustrated in color. Free. 


Address 
ACME WHITE LEAD 


and COLOR WORKS 
Dept. L 



























Here’s Summer Comfort for You— 


One Ounce per Pair! 


Can’t you imazine how comfortable, cool and contented 
your feet will be in this Iron Clad No. 598?~—a sock practi- 
cally without weight ; only ome ounce fer pair, and so ‘ight 
ard sheer that every breeze goes through. 


Iron Clad No. 598 


Only 25 Cents 


is the silkiest, most handsome gauze sock you ever saw at 
anything like its price; and the most dwraé/e. Light as it 
is, it wears as well as much heavier hose, because the heeis 
and toes are double knitted of Iron Clad’s strongest ‘"extra 
twist” yarn. 
Soon now the thermometer will be ‘sizzling "—you'll be 
glad then that you have some cool Iron Clads to ‘wear, 
Why not provide yourself vow? If your dedler cannot 
supply you, just send us 25 cents direct for each pair wanted, 
stating size and colors (best three colors: Golden Brown, 
Dark Blue and Black). We mail prepaid. 

Send for our handsome catalogue, in colors, show- 
ing Iron Clads for the whole family. Mailed free. 
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COOPER, WELLS & CO. 
216 Vine Street 
St. Joseph Michigan 
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RICHELIEU & ONTARIO 
NAVIGATION CO. 
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Quebec 


er grandest trip in America for health and 
pleasure. It includes the Thousand Islands, 
the exciting descent of the marvelous 
Rapids, the historic associations of Montreal, 
Quebec and the famed Saguenay River, with its 
Stupendous Capes, Trinity and Eternity. 
6 cents postage for illustrated guide to 

THOMAS HENRY, Traffic Mgr., Dept. 15 
; Montreal, Can. 
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HADDORFF 
i 
The Piano with the ‘’ Homo''- Vibrating Sounding Board 


ARD specially made to give each note complete wealth 
\ tone. This is the “Homo"’-tone, meaning even tone 
t You must hear this tone at your dealer's. If 

e the HADDOR?», let us tell you who has. 


Write for dealer’s name and **Homo*’-tone folder. 


HADDORFF PIANO COMPANY 
r ids, Ubrights, Player-Pianos—Rockford, Ilinois, 
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$3,000 to $10,000 
Per Year For You 


I can make you prosperous. Ifyou 
want to earn more money—if you 
want to establish yourself in an in- 
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yone, but is of vital importance to Clerks, Book 
Salesmen, Agents, Solicitors and others who are 
tious to be in a good paying business of their own. 


international Realty Corp., 1656 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago 
Successors to The Uross Co, and H. W. Cross & Co. 
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Mending Broken 





“Lord!” He shook himself free from  ab- 
straction. “What a lot to do! But: it’s be- 
ing done. Lindsey, Whitlock, Heney,. Folk, 
La Follette, Steffens — I tell you, no man;:has 
any right to be discouraged.” 

The machine turned sharp, roared through 
a pine grove, and calmed down in front of the 
head tent.. Cooks, commissaries, blacksmiths 
—all those whose care was the camp — came 
running up to shake hands. . Tynan ‘looked 
them square in the eye and they looked him 
square in the eye. The talk was of “the 
road,” coming work, a captured squirrel, com- 
parative merits of teams, cardigan jackets, for 
the coming winter, and a new record that was 
to be tried on the camp’s graphophone that 
very night. No metropolitan audience, await- 
ing the advent of. the latest tenor, could have 
shown keener or more delighted anticipation. 

The head man had frank blue eyes ‘and: a 
wonderfully wholesome look. As we whirled 
away the warden mentioned his. name — 
“eight to nine years for bank wrecking ”— 
and his story flashed to mind. He and-*his 
partner were men with new ideas, new. meth- 
ods and much daring. After rustic triumphs, 
they went into the city, and were making 
good. The metropolitan bankers were also 
municipal politicians. Ugly rumors attacked 
the new men and their banks—then a “ snap ” 
receivership — sudden indictment —fast and 
furious trial — penitentiary! To be sure, no 
depositor.- lost . money — subsequent events 
proved that. the banks were solvent, and tales 
of a packed jury gained circulation — but the 
two men were in prison — ruined, discredited 
—and the wife of one had died of a broken 
heart. : 

“ Desperate’ criminals! ” The warden 
shrugged disust. ‘“ The closer one gets to 
these fellows, the more one realizes that bad 
men are nothing but bad boys grown up. See 
what Lindsey has done for the kids. Why, 
his percentage of reclamation is almost ninety 
per cent. Treat a convict squarely, make a 
plain, straight appeal to his manhood, and the 
same results will be secured in a prison that 
Lindsey gets in his Juvenile Court. All that 
it takes is patience, common sense and never- 
failing squareness. Half of.the poor devils 
have never known what it was to have an even 
break in luck. Why, it’s wonderful how they 
respond to kindness, the slightest interest in 
their welfare and future. Poor unfortunates, 
pathetic even when their crimes-are terrible! 
Ever read Brand Whitlock’s ‘Turn of the 
Balance ’? 

“We've got to get away from the old ‘ get 
even’ idea. Imprisonment isn’t society’s re- 
venge upon the offending individual, but soci- 
ety’s effort to correct and reclaim. The peni- 
tentiary that releases unbettered and un- 
strengthened men is not only a millstone 
about the taxpayer’s neck, but a menace to 
the society that it is supposed to protect. In- 
stead of sending broken, revengeful men back 
into the world, in no wise reformed, but sim- 
ply resolved to greater cunning, we must send 
back mended men, eager and willing to be of 
use. Reclamation — not further damnation. 

“The penitentiary should be the last resort. 
Many a man is doing time when justice would 
have heen better served had he been paroled 
from the bench. The trial. judge now has the 
power to parole in misdemeanor cases. This 
law should be extended so as to take in fel- 
onies. What if a man has stolen to get medi- 
cine for a sick wife? I have a fellow who’s 
doing three years for that very thing. What 
if there is technical guilt without criminal in- 
tent? What if it is a first offense attended 
by unusual or mitigating circumstances? 
Right there—in the court room —is where 
such men should be given another chance. 
What’s the danger? The sentence hangs over 
them and they live under the eye of the law. 
Tf they fail to make good, or if it turns out 
that confidence has been falsely reposed, they 
ean be rearrested and imprisoned without fur- 
ther. proceedings.” >. Pen stad ; 


——. 


And although Warden Tynan refrained 
from commenting upon this phase of the mat- 
ter, parole power vested in. the trial judge 
would also act as a brake upon the prosecuting 
attorney’s office. There’s an evil that cries 
for correction! eae) 

Take the case.of Jim, the life timer that 
drives the prison carriage. A finer type of 
sturdy young American manhood could not be 
wished. Everything about him invites trust 
and liking. He had been in Colorado six 
months, chopping timber to support the wife 
and five little children. His employer tried to 
beat him out of $64 that he had worked for 
in snow and cold. Jim was out hunting. He 
stopped at the man’s place and made another 
effort to get the money. He swore on the 
stand, and had a witness to back him up, that 
the man cursed him and jumped at him with 
a knife in his hand, and that he shot in self- 
defense. The prosecutor, in addressing the 
jurors, called upon them as friends of. the 
dead man. 

“Td have revenge!” he shouted. “I'd have 
revenge!” Tears rolled down his cheeks. 
“Will you let a stranger come here and kill 
a friend without getting revenge? ” 

And they took Jim away from his ailing 
wife and five babies, and sent him to the 
penitentiary for life. 

Some measure of approach to the uniform 
sentence must also be secured. Suppose two 
men commit an identical crime. One hires 
a good lawyer, the judge happens to be feel- 
ing fine and the jury has had a good dinner. 
He gets a light sentence. The other retains 
a pettifogger, finds the prosecutor unusually 
fiery, the judge’s liver is: out-of .order, and 
the jury tired and peevish. He gets all the 
law allows. In every penitentiary there are 
hundreds of these unequal punishments, and 
they breed hates and bitter resentments. 

Swinging back through Cajion City, on up 
into the valley, our machine began a climb 
to the “Sky Line Drive,” another convict 
labor contribution to Colorado’s .wonderful 
scenic stretches. The top of a great “hog 
back,” rising seven hundred feet above the 
level, has been pared off, and the razor-like 
ridge transformed into a metropolitan boule- 
vard; on one side a blood-red valley dashing 
in crimson waves against purple mountains, 
on the other, a hundred mile sweep of smil- 
ing plain, green with orchard and fertile field. 
So narrow the road, so dizzy the height, that 
one gets a sense of rope dancing. The de- 
scent is a series of graceful curves, calling for 
extreme slowness, and as the engine ceased 
its throbbing, the warden talked again. 

“ Total depravity,” he said, “is insanity ; its 
victims should be in asylums, not peniten- 
tiaries. In every sane being there is a spark 
of manhood that can be fanned into some 
sort of blaze. That’s the idea! Self-respect 
should be coaxed and encouraged, not cursed 
and smashed.” He took off his hat, and medi- 
tatively pulled at his hair. “ Stripes must go. 
They stand for shame and disgrace, and make 
for loss of self-respect. It would surprise 
many how even the most hardened criminal 
hates them, and feels their humiliation. It 
has been the rule that every convict entering 
the prison should be put in stripes, and kept 
in them for ninety days. After that, in the 
event of good behavior, he was changed to 
blue. I have decided to stop it. Just as the 
law presumes innocence until guilt is proven, 
I mean to presume that every new man means 
to do the right thing until he disappoints me. 
He will be put in blue at the outset, and en- 
tered as a prisoner of the first class. The 
ignominy of stripes will be reserved as a form 
of punishment. Unless a convict falls down 
or refuses to make good I want him to go out 
of prison without ever having known the 
shame of a zebra suit. 

“Single cells throughout! The evils of 
two men.in the same cell are too apparent to 
mention. And every cell should have its sani- 
tary equipment. There again economy can be 
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made to go hand in hand with decency and 
sanitation. 

3ut it isn’t enough to make the physical 
and mental environment of the prisoner help- 
ful, cleansing and inspiriting. The peniten- 
tiary must not rest satisfied with the proper 
care of the prisoner, or be content with mere 
attainment of his willingness to earn an hon- 
est living after his release. We must see that 
he knows how to earn that honest living. Half 
the men that come to me are men that never 
had a chance — unfortunates grown to man- 
hood without intelligent impulse or direction. 
Out of their very helplessness they cheated 
and robbed, stole and killed. Can’t you see 
that mere moral reformation will not free so- 
ciety from the menace of these men? They 
must be taught something to do. 

“ Contract labor is out of the question. The 
system epitomizes all that is vicious, and no 
state with any sense of honor should permit 
this vile, soul-killing slavery. The people are 
simply made to share in the profits of slave 
dealing, and with the added danger that the 
slave will eventually know his day of release, 
and have the opportunity to revenge himself 
upon the society that has broken and abused 
him. Industry is penalized, while the weak 
and the shiftless are gotten rid of as soon as 
possible. And the competition with free la- 
bor! God knows, existence isn’t such an easy 
problem that the honest man can afford to 
have unpaid convicts pitted against him. 


‘Education, of course. Every illiterate 
should be taught to read, write and figure. 


I’m just whipping my school idea into shape, 
but it’s wonderful what that hour a day has 
accomplished already. And the trades, pro 
fessions and even arts!) Why not? Among 
the prisoners we find skilled craftsmen, mu- 
sicians, bookkeepers, stenographers, mechan- 
ics and artisans. What’s wrong with putting 
them in charge of classes picked with refer- 
ence to their talents atid’ desires? My man- 
ual training school is getting along splendidly 
and not only is the state being given thou 
sands of dollars in skilled labor, buit the men 
are being provided with a means of livelihood 
after release. 

‘ But these city occupations don’t appeal to 
me. We must teach the men something that 
will keep them out and away from the tempta- 
tions of the town. As the city, in most in- 


stances, was their ruin, so will the city be 
their ruin. 
“Yes, the farm’s the thing. Most of my 


criminals are city products — ill-nourished, 
drink sodden, stunted. We must bring them 
back to the land, for in the land there is heal- 
ing and increasing strength. Under the in- 
struction of employed experts, they will come 
to health, wholesomeness, usefulness and prof- 
it. In the fields they would learn soil values, 
crop care and all the details of scientific farm- 
ing and agriculture. In the orchards, the 
nursery business; in the barns, all about dairy- 
ing; in the brooderies, the secret of poultry 
raising, and in the pens, hogs and their care. 
Look at Frank, the chap that takes care of the 
chickens and ducks and geese at the ‘ pen.’ 
He didn’t know a thing when he came in, 
and now three men are waiting to employ 
him as a poultry expert when he gets out. 
On a 1,200-acre tract I could make use of two 
hundred and fifty men. 

“And the road-building idea must be ex- 
panded and improved. The state should plan 
a scientific system of great highways, stretch- 
ing from border to border — great arteries for 
the fuller life of the whole people, and rich 
in benefit and development. Such work, by 
permitting larger camps and greater central- 
ization of men, would permit us to use twice 
the present number. Under skilled overseers 
we can teach them scientific road building in 
all its branches from simple scraping to hard 
rock work. Farming and road building! Life 
in the open!” The warden threw his strong 
arms wide and high. “ That’s the idea! Sun, 
wind and clean air. Hope, strength and hap- 
piness! ” 

And then the glow died out of 
he looked at the sturdy back of hon@st, faith- 
ful Jim. “Something ought to bé done for 
life timers,” he said. “ A law should be passed 
that will give hope to this class of prisoners. 
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Cost and Economy in Paint 


Paint when your house needs it and use the best paint. Don’t 
use a substitute for good, old-fashioned, white lead and linseed 
oil paint just because linseed oil is high this year. The entire 
increase in the cost of using paint made from linseed oil and 


“Dutch Boy Painter’ ware teap 


will not amount to more than 5 per cent. This will figure from 
one to five dollars, according to the size of the house—an insig- 
nificant sum: when valuable property is at stake. 


Get from your dealer the cost of the following ingredients: 


100 Ibs. ‘‘ Dutch Boy Painter” 
4 gallons pure linseed oil - 
1 gallon turpentine . - - . 
1 pint turpentine drier - - - 


This makes 8 gallons genuine old-fashioned paint Hiei 





white lead 











You will find that the best is the cheapest per gallon as well as per job, 


bon fe: We will send you on request, color 
Our Free Painting Helps schemes, miscellaneous painting 
directions, and names of * Blue List”? Painters in your community, who 
use “ Dutch Boy Painter” — white lead. Ask for ‘‘ Helps No. 546,” 


TO PAINTERS: If you use ‘* Dutch Boy Painter.” white lead, ask for 
our “ Painters’ Blue List No. §46.”_ It gives particulars. 


National Lead Company 


Boston, rs =: Cincinnati, Cleveland, Bt. Louis, 
incisco, ca 
[John T. pan & Bros. Co., Philadelphia} 
[National Lead & Oil Co., Pittsburgh | 





New York, 

















THE MECCA 
for 
MOTORISTS 





A Modern Metropolitan Hotel 


Unexcelled in New England. 


Affording 500 Guests Every COMFORT, CONVENIENCE 
and SAFETY. 
In a restful environment, a minute from everywhere. 
Send for Booklet E. 
W. M. Kimball, managing director 


foe 75c on Every Dollar’s 
Worth of F uel: } My Rapid Fireless ) 


Cooker Will Do It | 


Yes— 75% of fuel bills, 75% of your time and worry saved—food cooked 
75% better than ever before—these are a few of the benefits you'll get from 
my Rapid Fireless Cooker. 








I Am t the Original 
Fireless Cooker Man 


It gives you the best tasting, most healthful food 
—and it’s the one thing that wé// reduce the high cost of living in your home. 


Now— e 7 FIRELESS 
10,000 COOKERS 


. = e,? 
On Special Price Proposition 
Last year I sold 30,000 Fireless Cookers. Often one customer brought 
me three or four others. Now I’m going to hurry out 10,000 Cookers to “all 
parts of the country, quick, at an astonishingly low price—and reap my profits _ 
in the extra sales they’ Il make. 
Rush a postal to-day for this startling price offer, and che 30- dav free test 
you can have before you decide to keep the Cooker. This offer is on the 
famous Rapid Fireless Cooker—the cleanest and most sanitary—all metal—no 


pads or cloth lining—beautifully finished cases with dust- -proof tops. s 

B with complete Catalog, Special Price, 
Mailed Free—125- Page Recipe k 30-day eee Test Offer. Rémember, 
my Cooker Roasts, Bakes, Fries, Boils, Steams and Stews any and all ‘kinds of foods 
most de/fcious/y. A postal brings full particulars, FREE 


WILLIAM CAMPBELL COMPANY, Dept. 256, Detroit, Mich. 
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$2 50 AND UP 
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THE ORIGINAL NON-LEAKABLE’ 


FOUNTAIN PEN 


A\|ways ready to write at the first 
stroke without shaking. 

That is a vital point which is lacking in or- 
dinary fountain pens. You can readily under- 
stand how this is made possible in a Moore 
when we explain that the pen when not in use 


















lies submerged in ink which keeps it moist and 
prepared for instant writing, positively eliminat- 
ing the necessity of shaking. 

But that is not all of its strong features. The 
Moore can be carried in any position without the 


least fear of leaking: ~Hasa large ink capacity. 

Always writes freely and evenly, and is easily 

filled 

Every Moore Non-Leakable Fountain Pen carries 
with it the most unconditional guarantee. 


BE SURE IT’S A MOORE 
for Sale By Dealers Everywhere. 


AMERICAN FOUNTAIN PEN 
Udams, Cushing & Foster, Selling Mpents. 
168 DEVONSHIRE ST., BOSTON, MASS, 

CANADIAN AGENTS, W.J.GAGE & C0.. TORONTO, CANS 





Make Your New York Home 


THE CUMBERLAND 


ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF a ATTRACTIVELY MODERN 


WY /HEN you decide to stop at The Cumberland you have choren 
» home in New York. The prices are moderate; $2.50 

and up for room and bath to the day-by-day guest. "Permanent® 
to permanent people. Every window screened. Hardwood 
No dust holding carpets. Oriental rugs throughout. Book- 








let for the asking. Advance reservations by wire or letter desirable. 
JUST A STEP TO ANYWHERE 
© The Broadway car from Grand Central Station or Long Island 


es door. Very near the 50th St. Subway or 53d St 
Elevated. All surface cars. 10 minutes walk to 20 theatres. 
s walk to Central Park 






















Vanagement of Harry P. Stimson 
BROADWAY AT 54th ST. NEW YORK 
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Learn Photography, 
Photo-Engraving or 3-Color Work 


Photographers and Engravers Farn $20 to.$50 Per Week 
Only college in the world where these paying professions sre 
taught successfully, Mstablished I7 years. Endorsed by Interna- 
tional Association of Photo-Engravers and Photographers’ Asso- 


ciat f Ulinois. Terms easy; living inexpensive. Grad 
assisted in securing good positions. Write for’ catalog, 
fy course tn which you are tnterested. 


Illinois College of Photography or | 951 Wabash Av. 
Bissell College of Photo-' aving } Effingham, Ul. 
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ates properly the sensitive mechanism. 
tion the reel never fails at a 
. *3in One” wont gum, dry 
h\L. t, contains no acid. ‘3 in One” prevents 
| rust on every part, add- 
ing years to the life, and 
4 REAL brightness to the beauty 


of even the finest. Good 

, for the rod too—preserves 
im [)\ R the wood, promoting plia- 
| bility—protects the metal. 
: OIL Good for fisher also—the 






delicate, pleasant odor 
keeps off mosquitos. 
Try it: Alldealers. Trial bottle sent free. 


” “THREE IN ONE OIL CO. 
42 A.V. F. Boway 
New York City 





‘ELECTRICITY 
Not a short ent— not a smattering. 
| Mes rSushoscientife concenuated, For I OR@ Year 


men with limited time. Every 
f theoretical and applied elec- 
18 yeare of proven ability. 
Bliss Electrical School 
tructict , installation and testing. 
jt s get and held first-class posi- 
you are a man of character and 


write for catalog. Opens Sept. 20. 
@ Taxoma Ave,,; WASHINGTON, D.C. 








‘ing in his pockets but his hands? 





T have ninety-four of them and I am willing 
to say that half of them could be fitted to go 
back into the world and be of use to them- 
selves and others. But the state has con- 
demned them to death in life, and all their 
industry, repentance, reformation and ambi- 
tion is hopeless, valueless.” 

The ten-mile stretch of road from Caiion 
City to the top of the Royal Gorge is Exhibit 
“A” in Tom Tynan’s case for the convicts. 
Bitten out of many-colored rock, it unrolls 
like an Oriental rug. High and higher, now 
festooning precipitous cliff sides, now halving 
exquisite upland valleys, it winds a wonder 
way, ending at the very brink of the great 
abyss that is one of the wonders of the world! 
Three thousand feet below, the Arkansas River 
is a tiny smear of silver paint. Across the 
Gorge, beyond the dark forest, the Greenhorn 
Mountains rear black and grim. And behind 
and above the Greenhorns, the Sangre de 
Christo range sinks savage saw teeth into the 
whirling clouds. The whole heaven is drunk 
with the wine of sunset. Pile after pile of 
floating fleece put amazing colors off and on 
like a model displaying shimmering silks in 
some Parisian shop. Mating eagles swoop 
close, and in the wild light the pifions writhe 
against the rocks with all the fierce gro- 
tesqueries of Japanese wrestlers. How Gau- 
tier would have loved it! What larger glory 
could have come to color-loving Keats! 


“Then felt I like some watcher of the skies, 
When a new planet swims into his ken; 
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 
He stared at the Pacific —and all his 
men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmise — 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.” 


Tt is not strange that Tom Tynan gets re- 
sults. He belongs to the race of One Idea 
men. Plainly impatient during the half hour 
of Royal Gorgeousness, the machine was bare- 
ly pointed downwards before he took up the 
thread of his dreaming. 

“ And when the prisoner has been reformed 
—strengthened in body and mind, taught 
means of livelihood and the habits of indus- 
try — what then? Must he go out with noth- 
I don’t 
think so. No fair man can think so. 

“The released convict must have some 
money; enough at least to tide him over the 
first few months—to keep him from feeling 
like a vagrant —to prevent his despair and 
relapse. I am in favor of a law that will pay 
the men a certain salary toward the end of 
the sentence —say one dollar a day for the 
last sixty days. It is my endeavor to have 
every prisoner go back into the world from 
the ranch or road—clear-eyed, brown-faced— 
and Heaven knows these fellows earn the 
money. 

“ That’s easy. But here’s another idea along 
the same lines that isn’t so simple. What 
about the married men in the penitentiary? 
What about the wives and children upon whom 
the burden of existence, as well as the weight 
of shame, is suddenly shifted? 

“T think I’ve made a good financial show- 
ing. The institution is self-supporting — 
even more than that, for against the state 
biennial appropriation of $225,000, I balance 
$316,496 in earnings. But I can’t feel very 
proud, for I feel that this profit is at the ex- 
pense of a lot of unhappy women and helpless 
little children. Surely there should be some 
division of the profit that comes from releas- 
ing the energy of the prisoners. It doesn’t 
seem right to me that the state should take 
all and give nothing to the wives and babies. 
Deprived of its head, the family generally 
falls back upon the community for support. 
Or else it goes to pieces, and is blown here and 
there by the winds of evil. It comes to me 
more and more that we have got to consider 
the convict’s family as well as the convict 
himself.” 

“Careful, Warden. Guard against the wrath 
of the mighty. Remember, no less a personage 
than President Taft has expressed the fear that 
penitentiaries can be made too comfortable — 
that men will actually commit crime in order 
to secure the advantages of penal servitude.” 


SUCCESS 


“Rot!” His jaw shoved out like a ledge 
of rock, and he whacked his knee with ey- 
phatic fist. “That’s not only untrue, but 
ridiculous. Every man’s got the instinct of 
freedom. And more than that, I have yet to 
find a convict — even amongst the lowest and 
most hardened — who doesn’t feel the shame 
of the penitentiary. ‘Too comfortable,’ in- 
deed! Why, you could give them luxury and 
leisure and they’d still count the minutes to 
the day when they can go and do as they 
please. 

“ The man. President Taft was speaking for 
—the property holder — stands square in the 
way of all penitentiary reform. He’s not 
thinking about the criminal as a man, but as 
an offender against property rights. Ninety 
per cent of crimes are against property — 
about ten against the person. If we listened 
to this sort, we'd still be cutting off the hands 
of petty thieves. They are not in favor of 
the correction and reclamation plan. They’d 
be afraid to take a chance on it. No, what 
they want is punishment —to beat into the 
convict not respect for the law, but a terror 
of property. Ancient fears, hatreds, cruelties 
and cowardices — our sorry heritage from the 
days of barons and serfs. But they can’t stop 
us. Nothing can stop us. The world is grow- 
ing better because it can’t help growing bet- 
ter.” 

Rajah, the Tynan terrier, was waiting for 
us on the carriage block, patiently balanced 
on his three legs. As the warden jumped out 
and bent to the little crippled dog his charac- 
ter became suddenly clear. He is not a the- 
orist, “high brow” or “reformer” —not a 
“message bearer” or a “man with a pro- 
gram,” but an every-day sort who isn’t 
ashamed of his belief in Christ’s teachings — 
who holds to the Golden Rule without brag- 
ging about it —and best of all, who puts his 
whole soul into every job. 
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Those “Good Old Days” of the 


Drama 








sutisfactory in their day. So were kerosene 
lamps, four-story office buildings, clipper ships 
and stage-coaches. 

You, who live in New York, Chicago, St. 
Louis, San Francisco, Boston, Philadelphia or 
Enid, Oklahoma, and feel a desire for theatri- 
eal entertainment, have an opportunity to 
choose between many and various styles of 
footlight amusements. New York with its 
ninety-seven playhouses offers anything from 
Maurice Maeterlinck to Louis Mann, Caruso 
to Richard Carle, Warfield to Weyburn, Zeig- 
feld to “ The Zebra,” Shakespeare to Shubert. 
The best grand opera the world has ever 
listened to, light opera as good as the times 
require, Hippodrome spectacles which are to 
the pantomimes of the Old Days what an aero- 
plane is to a bob-sled; Mrs. Fiske, Julia Mar- 
lowe and Nazimova, each of whom is a better 
actress than our grandparents could see fifty 
years ago; Forbes Robertson, David Warfield, 
Lew Fields, Maude Adams, Ethel Barrymore, 
Edith Taliaferro, Leo Dietrichstein, Otis 
Skinner, Christie McDonald and George M. 
Cohan, any one of whom would have been a 
blessing to the ante-bellum existence — these 
and scores of other names punctuate the pres- 
ent and put the past to shame. 

But suppose the Good Old Days were with 
us still—suppose you and I, in our white 
beaver hats and purple coats with brass but- 
tons, were standing on the steps of the Astor 
House at six o’clock in the evening of March 
8, 1856. Suppose we wanted to go to the thea- 
ter. Here’s what we would have to pick from: 

The Wood and Marsh Juvenile Comedians, 
“the greatest novelty of the age,” at the 
Broadway Varieties, 472 Broadway, admission 
25 cents; the Ravel Family and Mile. Robert 
in “The Elf King” at Niblo’s Gardens, and 
the ballet, pantomime and everything that 
went with them —all for 50 cents; Planche’s 
five-act drama “The Knights of the Round 
Table” anc a farce “ To Oblige Benson”. at 
Wallack’s; “ The Winter’s Tale” at Burton’s 
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Theatre; “ Herne the Hunter” at the Broad- 
way; “* The Love Chase” and a farce called 
“ Novelty ” at Laura Keene’s Varieties and 
a pictorial lecture: “An Excursion to China 
and Japan” at the Broadway Atheneum. 
And after we had decided which of these won- 
derful attractions we should see, we would 
have to eat hurriedly, for the curtains in those 
days went up at seven o’clock. 

Aren’t vou glad you're alive— NOW? 
Aren’t you willing to let time go on chang- 
ing/ And don’t you think the rubber plant is 
more indicative of the Good'Old Days than 
is the palm? 
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A Little Dream of Empire 





driven again and again to the firing line by 
their officers with drawn swords. For four 
hours this strange travesty of war had con- 
tinued, when at last, fearing our bullets more 
than the wrath of their superiors, they had 
broken all bounds in terror-stricken flight and 
the sinking sun heard the clear full notes of 
the bugle sounding retreat. 

With another leader we might have sallied 
out and captured all, but whether our general, 
who also had been drinking of the loot of Los 
Cuerros, remembered only too well the proverb 
which commends the building of a golden 
bridge for a fleeing enemy I do not know. 

3ut this I know, the night closed in over 
the drunken disorder of our trenches, and the 
miserable picture on the government. side, 
where the dead and wounded lay abandoned 
on the field. It was a wonderful night, made 
luminous by a silent silvery crescent which 
seemed to smile serenely down upon our petty 
turmoil. Above in hundreds flew the wild 
fowl, and across the plain came the high- 
pitched notes of the lean little prairie wolves, 
as they feasted on the dead that scarce were 
cold and watched with malignant eyes the 
feeble struggles of the wounded. 

It was a night to strip bare a man’s soul 
and show it forth in its true form as God and 
his fellow man had made it. For a while we 
paced silently, the boy, whom we called Slim, 
and I. Then he paused and spoke. 

“Listen. The coyotes are both the under- 
takers and the priests. They are chanting 
the Miserere over the dead.” 

I smiled at his odd fancy. After all, what 
was the difference; the quick sharp tooth of 
the hungry scavenger, or the slower worm. It 
was only the death rite of the followers of 
Zoroaster in a strange land. He continued 
speaking and I listened. Anything had been 
better than loneliness, and we were thankful 
each for the other’s company. 

He told me of the life which had been his 
and the dreams of which he had built the 
future. Of his past there is little to say. An 
adventurous spirit that drives one to deeds of 
heroism at one time may at another cause the 
commission of criminal dets, for the right 
man in the wrong place is as bad as the man 
who is altogether wrong. It was of the golden 
future that I listened with greatest delight, 
for his was the mad impetuous enthusiasm of 
youth, and an ambition unchecked by the lim- 
its of the probable. He told me of the old 
land of Mexico. 

One Mexico I knew, but the land he pro- 
duced before my imagination that night was 
a new and fascinating land. He spoke of 
medieval cities, of bounty and beauty, of 
cathedrals and palaces filled with the treas- 
ures of centuries. A land it was of fertile 
soil and untold mineral wealth, a vast region 
inhabited by a gentle and industrious people, 
awaiting only the man of genius and resource 
to build for himself an empire and live with 
the magnificence of an Eastern prince. Slow- 
ly, lovingly, lingeringly, he pronounced. the 
names of the provinces in his future kingdom, 
—Mexico, Oaxaca, Zacatecas, Coahuila, Chi- 
huahua, Tehuantepec and a score of others, 
dealing with each barbarous name with sono- 
rous. affection. Did I believe him? Perhaps 
not. It may be that I believe the days of 
romance are past, or even that they really 
never existed. 


In the few following days that he was with 
me I saw him often. Ever busy, full of life 
and spirit, he became a corporal and sought 
to whip his reluctant squad into some sem- 
blance of military order. It was thankless 
work, for our patriots were a restless lot un- 
der discipline. Sometimes, under the gentle 
stimulus of alcohol, they indulged in grandilo- 
quent descriptions of the Utopia for which we 
of the army were preparing the way, but in 
general they thought more of the present 
needs of food and sleep and a bottle than the 
liberation of a tyranny-stricken land. But 
some success was his, and his squad became 
the crack squad of our hope-chaos of an army. 
His reward came when he was detailed to take 
his men and capture a small post held by the 
rurales. 

Of that fight I know little. Perhaps there 
isn’t very much to know. It is said that the 
rurales fled after losing two of their number 
by the first volley, and Slim’s men, eager for 
blood and loot, had been foreed to content 
themselves with burning everything in sight 
and turning the stock adrift on the range. 

In the morning he had marched forth 
proudly at the head of his little band of 
twelve. They made a brave appearance, — in 
overalls, in khakis, in corduroys; in Stetsons, 
in caps, in sombreros; gringoes and Mexicans, 
carrying guns of half-a-dozen calibres and 
makes, but all wearing a generous touch of 
flamboyant red, and a happy, eager smile that 
they had been chosen. Ragged, perhaps a 
trifle; unshaven, yes, a few; but picturesque 
certainly. Undrilled but efficient, truly they 
looked the part of the guerrilla. That night 
he came back just as proudly, but this time he 
did not march. 

All went well with him until he reached our 
lines in returning. Not a man had received 
a scratch, and he brought with him a dozen 
captured guns and ammunition of which we 
stood so badly in need. As he approached our 
first outpost he was challenged by a drunken 
Yaqui sentinel. To the latter’s “ Quien vive? ” 
he shouted back “ Liberales victoriosos,’ and 
gave the countersign. Of what happened in 
that sentry’s mind I profess ignorance. Per- 
haps it was so muddled by the fumes of alco- 
hol that he knew not what he did. Be it so 
or not, he raised his rifle and emptied the 
magazine into the body of the advancing cor- 
poral. Then, with a ery of terror, he threw 
down his gun and fied. We never saw him 
more. 

Reverently, tenderly, they brought the 
wounded boy in. His pale face shone with 
strange animation, and only a slight bloody 
froth between the lips, still parted in a smile, 
and the nervous twitching of his long slender 
fingers, gave evidence of his mortal hurt. We 
placed him on a cot and gathered around him. 
There was no surgeon with us, and the least 
of us knew that here was a case beyond the 
surgeon’s skill. I held his hand while he 
talked feverishly, quickly, almost deliriously. 
He too knew the end was near and wanted the 
time to pass unnoted, that there might be no 
waiting for the grim visitor. 

As he talked and laughed, ever more feebly, 
I watched a dark spot on the sand at my feet. 
Drop by drop his life blood came dripping 
through the canvas of the stretcher, and as 
the spot grew his life ebbed. But he did not 
know of this gruesome barometer which held 
my helpless gaze till near the very end. When 
the spot had grown to great proportions, the 
blood gathered in his throat and he spoke with 
difficulty. Then he asked to be raised, and I 
put my arm under him and lifted him that 
he might spit out the blood. 

As he spat, he saw and understood. He sank 
back weak and limp. “ Adios. I did not 
know it was so near. Think of me when you 
reach the City of Mexico.” After that he was 
silent. As his eyelids slowly drooped, I ran 
my forefinger down upon the wrist below the 
thumb and in a moment his feeble pulse had 
ceased to beat. I lighted a match and passed 
it before his lips, then, taking the red scarf 
from round my neck, I placed it over his face, 
and signing myself with the cross, I. walked 
away. 

He came to conquer an empire. 

Requiescat in pace! 
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Best & Co. 





Children’s and Infants’ 
Summer Outfitting 


Mothers will be interested in our 
broad afid ‘varied’ stocks of Children's and 
Infants’ Attire which include everything 
needed for their complete outfitting. 

In. Vacation Wear, for example, we 
offer most .extensive assortments of 
Wash Dresses, Gingham Aprons, Overalls 
and Rompers, Sweater Coats, Bathing 
Suits, Straw and Sailor Hats, Outing 
Shoes and Barefoot Sandals. 

The same completeness applies to 
every other depattment. 

Fine’ qualities, perfect fit, original 
styles, exclusive novelties and moderate 
prices Lave made our Children’s and 
Infants’ Wear known all over the world. 

Our Improved Mail Order Service 
places all our facilities at the com- 
mand of distant patrons, making 
their shopping as satisfactory as a 
personal visit to our store. 

Write for free copy of Summer 
Catalogue, illustrating our distinct - 
ive styles in Junior, Children’s and 
Infants’ Wear. 


Please address Dept. 27 


Fifth Ave. at Thirty-Fifth St. 
New York 
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An Assortment of Heart Shaped 
Deliciously ‘Flavored Sweets 


PACKED IN HEART SHAPED TIN BOXES. 
: 30 cents per Box. 


Sold by our Folens Agents everywhere and at 


Aayliry 55 Retail Stores. 


ty - ; 1% Jou T9806 us 
If subseribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertisements, they are protected by our guarantee against loss. See page 3 











CALIFORNIA 


Flower Drops TRADE MARK REGISTERED ’ 


50 times the strength 


of ordinary perfume. Real flower perfumes in 
oe most possible concentrated form. Free from 
alcohol. In a cut glass bottle with elongated 
", stopper from which to drop the pe 
The most exquisite and fascinating perfume, 
ever produced~ one drop enough to diffuse the 
| odor of thousands of blossoms, 
4 single drop on handkerchief or lingenne will 
Dy last for weeks Packed in polished turned maple 
Se box. Can be carried in hand bag. ‘An ideal gift. 
4 odors— Lily of the Valley, Violet, Rose, Crab- 
apple, $1.50 a ttle at druggists or by mail. 
Send check or stamps. Moncey returped uf this 
is not the finest perfume you ever use 
PAUL RIEGER, 123 First St., Sam Francisco, or 
168-A . 
A miniature bottle for 20 cents, silver or stampe, 


OF BOTTLE if you mention the nattie of your druggist 
























Not Imitations 


The greatest triumph of 
the electric furnace—a 
marvelously reconstructed 
gem. Looks like a dia- 
mond — raped like a dia- 
mond—brilliancy guaran- 
teed forever—stands filing, 
fire and acid like a. dia- 
mond. Has no paste, foil 
or artificial backing. Set 
only in 14 Karat Solid gold 
mountings. 1-30th the cost of 
diamonds. Guaranteed tocontain 
no glass—will cut glass. Sent 
Money cheerfully 
Nero a if not perfectly satis- 
Write today?’ for our 


Remoh 
Jewelry Co. 
431 N. Broadway 
St. Louis, Mo. 











Hotel Latham 


5th Av. and 28th St. 
NEW YORK 


For Permanent and Transient Guests 
One block from Madison Square Garden 


EUROPEAN PLAN 
Sample Rooms for Commercial Men 
lable d’Hote Luncheon, 50c. 

\ ‘lub Breakfast. Also a la Carte 
Rooms with use of bath, $1.50 per day 
Rooms with bath, $2, $2.50, $3, $4 per day 

= A. L. PRATT, Managing Director 


“DON'T SHOUT” 
























hear you. [can onal now  epeat as 


\ anybody. 






Oh, soi 
thing new—T HE E MORLEY 
PHONE. [I've a pair in my ears 
now, but ius al invisible. I w 
not know | had them in, myself, only 
that | hear ‘all right.” 
The Morley Phone for the 


DEAF 


makes low sounds and whispers 
plainly heard. _ ene comfort- 
- le, 
Anyone can adjust it. _Over one 
hundred thousand sold. Write for booklet and t 

rHK MORLEY CO., Dept. 760, Perry Bidg., Phila. 


MOVING PICTURE MACHINES “YSR2'S 


A wonderful cessenune = — big 
money entertaining the public, No limit 
to the profits,showing in churches,school 
houses, lodges, theaters, etc. We show 
you how to conduct the business, fur- 
nishing complete outfit. No experience 
whatever is ees. If you want to 
— $15.00 to $i: a night, write to- 
aay and learn how. Cataloguefree. Dis- 
tributors of Moving Pieture Machines, Post 
Card Proj s, Talking M ete. 
25 Dearbora Street, Fuca 0% 229,  CuICAgo 











CHICAGO PROJECTING CO., 


For Big and Quick Profits. 
Ten years experience enables me to byt ers 
tical instruetions that will add $6 
week to your income without interfering fith th Repub 
oeeupation. For full particula 
address JACKSON rusunesne | vane, 
5850 N, Western Ave.,. Chicago, "mL. 
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Potnt and 


PLEASANTRY_ 


ee 


WE,WANT:NEW STORIES FOR THIS PAGE—crisp, amusing stories 

If we judge a composition to be 8B 
column we will: pay ten cents a 
word for each story as published, reserving the right to change the wording)as may 


that have not-been printed in other publications. 
good enough’ for our ‘* Point and Pleasantry *’ 


seem necessary. 


If we consider a contribution to be not quite up ‘to the standard of this column, but still available for our pages 
> 


it for another department at our current rates. 





SUCCESS 





we will retain 


NO. CONTRIBUTIONS WILL BE RETURNED UNLESS STAMPED ENVELOPE IS ENCLOSED. 


Address: Editor, ‘* Point and Pleasantry.’’ 











No Hetp. 


ST. LOUIS traveling 
man, making his first trip 


through North . Dakota, 
woke up one May morn- 
ing to find the ground 


white with snow. 

“For Heaven’s sake,” 
he asked the hotel clerk 
disgustedly, “ when do you 
have summer out in this God-forsaken coun- 
try?” 

“T don’t know,” replied the clerk, “I have 
only been here eleven months.” 


ane, 





E. Rinauam. 


No Time Wastep. 


Olaf Larson, working in a millinery ware- 
house, backed into an elevator shaft and fell 
down five stories with a load of boxes. Hor- 
ror-stricken, the other employees rushed down 
the stairs, only to find him picking himself 
unharmed out of the rubbish. 

“Ess de boss mad?” he whispered cau- 
tiously. “ Tal’ ’em Ay had to come down for 
nails anyway.” — A. W. Hepricu. 

TovcHu on Texas. 

A young lieutenant from a New York regi- 
meut surveyed the Texas scenery gloomily 
and reflected upon his great distance from 
the lights of Broadway. The smoke. from a 
smelter, and the swirling sand from the low- 
lying hills had spoiled the lieutenant’s dis- 
position. 

“Tell me,” said an editor from El] Paso, 
“jsn’t there some hidden purpose behind this 
mobilization ?” 

“ There is,” replied the lieutenant, “ we are 
going to force Mexico to take back Texas.” 

—A. R. Kenner. 


ABRUPT. 


Judge Stevens had a slight hesitation in 
his speech, but that affliction didnot prevent 
his using long words. One morning his dog 
Snip got into a fight with another dog. Tap- 
ping him with his cane Judge Stevens ex- 
claimed “ D-d-d-dis-con-t-t-t-tin-ue.’ 

— Minprep L. Cate. 


New Bep NEeEpeD. 


“During the days of gold fever in Cali- 
fornia,” said an old sea captain, “ our ship 
was so crowded that you could hardly get a 
place to sleep. ‘Captain,’ said a man when 
we were three days out, ‘I have just got to 
have some place to sleep.’ 

“ «Where have you been sleeping? 


> T asked. 


“<T have been sleeping on a sick man,’ the 
passenger said, ‘ but he’s getting better now.’ 
—M. R. Lyon, Jr. 


Snirtinc THE BLAM. 


An Indiana assessor had trouble getting 
people to list dogs for taxes. 
“Got a dawg?” he asked. 
“No,” was the answer 
“Well, I'll ’sess you one anyway — not my 
fault if hain’t got any — plenty of dawgs.” 
—C. V. Wotrorp. 





Every Littte He pes. 


On the morning after the Charleston earth- 
quake a family was sitting half clad, shiver- 
ing in the dawn. 

“Oh, Aunt Fannie,” said the young woman, 
“ there’s a horrid big worm on your shoulder.” 

“Leave it on, Aunt Fannie,” said the 
young woman’s husband. “You need all the 
covering you can get.” 

— Winirrep S. Hanes. 


METHODICAL. 


“Say, Lem,” said a long-haired farmer 
looking into the door of the barber shop, 
“how soon kin yer cut my hair?” 

“Tn about half an hour,” replied the bar- 
ber. : 

‘All right,” he said and departed. 
few minutes the door opened again. 
Lem,” asked the farmer, “sun 
standert ¢” 


In a 
“ Say, 
time er 
BIL. 


ELECTED TO HEAVEN. 


An African Methodist revival was in prog- 
ress at Buxton, Iowa. Brother Johnson had 
“wrastled” long and hard in an effort to 
“get religion.” At last the minister rose 
wearily. 

* Ladies and gentlemans,” he said, “ I move 
you that Bro’ Johnsing’s sins be forgiven him.” 

“IT second dat motion,’ came simultane- 
ously from a dozen dusky throats. And his 
sins were unanimously forgiven. 

— JANE BrooKsHIRE. 


Down To THE Rinp. 


A grocery salesman entering a store found 
the place in charge of the delivery boy. Upon 
being asked where the proprietor was, the 
boy replied, 

“T am the whole cheese here.” The travel- 
ing man departed, leaving a note for the pro- 
prietor, which the boy promptly opened. 

“Permit me to suggest,” it read, “ that you 
are nearly out of cheese.” 

— T. WarDEN. 


His Fiac Was Up. 


When the crowd assembled for their game 
of ball Johnnie, the pitcher, was missing. 
Jimmie was sent to investigate. 

“Ts Johnnie at home?” asked Jimmie of 
the sister who answered his knock. 

“ Course,” answered -the sister, “ don’t you 
see his shirt on the line?” 

—F. Hate. 


IRRELEVANT. 


An associate justice of the Supreme Court 
of Patagascar was sitting by a river. 

“| wish to cross,” said-a traveler. “ Would 
it be lawful to use this boat?” 

“Tt would,” was the reply; “it is my boat.” 

The traveler thanked him, and rowed away, 
but the boat sank and he was drowned. 

“ Heartless man!” said an indignant spec- 
tator. “Why did you not tell him that your 
boat had a. hole in it?” 

“The matter of the boat’s condition,” said 
the great jurist, “ was not brought before me:” 

— Frank C. Buytine. 


See page 3 
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A Revolution in Rural Education 





more on the farm. And it made ’em more 
contented, too, by gum! 

Gradually the good work took hold of the peo- 
ple — who after all, are wiser than all the spe- 
cialists in the world. Bad boys became good 
boys. A great moral and spiritual enrichment 
came and is coming to Page County. The 
problem of moral education in the schools 
seems to be solved when the schools are merged 
with the life. 

They call it “correlation,” in the Page 
County schools — the correlation of the school 
with life. And that is just what it is. There 
is no great gulf fixed between the school hours 
and those of out-of-school. Education domi- 
nates all. A nice girl armed with a teacher’s 
certificate makes a whole Domestic Economy 
course with an oil stove costing three dollars, 
and a few pots and pans. It is the case of 
Mark Hopkins on one end of a log, and a stu- 
dent on the other end: Mark -++- student = uni- 
versity. School goes home with the Page 
County children, and the home kitchen be- 
comes a branch of the domestic economy 
course, aided by the home sewing machine. 
School goes into the field with the boy, and 
the plowing becomes a lesson on soils, the 
husking a lecture in plant breeding, the butch- 
ering a period in stock-judging. And this 
drags the parent to school, too; so that Page 
County has become school crazy. If every 
county in America could become similarly in- 
sane, the railways would break down in three 
years under the loads of produce. For such 
insanity will make it possible for two boys 
to make homes for their two girls on the land 
that formerly was adequate for only one couple; 
and happy, well-educated pairs, too, they will 
be, where formerly they were sure that farm- 
ing was only for those who couldn’t “ do bet- 
ter.” 

Last year, the State Superintendents of 
most of the Southern States formed them- 
selves into a special car party, and toured the 
North to learn of matters educational. They 
stopped in Page County and learned of Miss 
Field and the splendid army of noble teach- 
ers she has trained. They were delighted and 
amazed. They did not know that there were 
such schools —so full of beauty and happi- 
ness and poetry and goodness and corn and 
pigs and poultry and soils and button-holes 
and cookies. I think they went away in the 
belief that in Miss Field they had seen the 
Horace Mann of the rural school. Not that 
other educators have not known what the 
schools need. 

The principles are those of Froebel, Pesta- 
lozzi, Mann and Francis W. Parker, whose 
“New Education” and “Quincy Methods” 
did so much stirring-up thirty years ago. The 
point, however, is this, — nobody knew how to 
take a county full of the ordinary rural 
schools, and a corps of the ordinary rural 
teachers and DO IT. Miss Field has done 
this, so far as to have made in Page County 
what Dr. Winship of the Journal of Educa- 
tion calls “ the best rural schools in America.” 

On February 4 at one o’clock there sat down 
to a banquet in the great armory at Clarinda, 
the county seat of Page County, six hundred 
farmers and farmers’ wives. They organized 
the banquet for the purpose of doing honor 
to Some of their country school pupils who 
had deserved well of the republic. In olden 
times, this might have been done to celebrate 
some heroic act in the driving off of a foe or 
the stopping of the inrush of the ocean 
through some failing dike. But these chil- 
dren were banqueted because they had won 
trophies at the short course in the State Col- 
lege at Ames in cvoking, sewing, stock-judg- 
ing, and grain-judging. The cooky girl came 
away with a trophy, which she must defend 
with her trusty recipe for three years. The 
county is agog. A thrill pervades the air. 
The children are teaching the adults to live 
together and make feasts. It has become a 
good thing to be in Page County on a farm. 
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Service Bureau of the 
United States Tire Company 
HIS Bureau has hundreds of letters 


from motorists telling of tire mileage ranging all the 

way from five or six thousand miles up to twelve thou- 

h Ow t 0 sand. ‘These motorists enthusiastically give all the credit to 
the better quality of United States Tires— 





d Continental G&J Hartford Morgan & Wright 
vreauce They’re probably right. The motorist using United States 
Tires operates his car at a positive advantage as compared to 
your the motorist using tires made under less favorable conditions. 
There is a superior quality dwi/t into these four famous 
brands that makes possible such mileage as these hundreds of 
annual motorists have Sond about. ’ 
But having the advantage of the most dependable tires does 
tive bi ] ] not lessen the importance of knowing how to take care of 
them. The average motorist loses heavily through sheer neglect 
of his tires. 


The United States Tire Company proposes to see that lack 
of care is not due to lack of information. 


Our Service Bureau has been organized and equipped for the single purpose of supplying the 
motorist with exactly the kind of information he should have to enable him to keep his tire 
expense down to where it belongs. ‘The Bureau has issued and is supplying to its members the 
most complete book on the manufacture and care of tires that has ever been published, and in 
addition will, at frequent intervals, furnish its members with such information as will be of 
genuine value to them. ‘This service is absolutely free to any motorist who cares to take advantage 
of it—whether a user of United States Tires or not. 


Fill out and mail the coupon, and you will receive Please send all literature issued by your 
the initial Instruction Book, as well as all literature Service Bureau to 
and data to be issued in the future. 

United States Tires are America’s Predominant Name 
oe selling at the same price asked for other Abies 

nds. 

Seven styles of tread (including the famous Nobby Tread) Make of Car. 
and three styles of fastening. The widest range of selection 
ever offered the motorist. 

Address SERVICE BUREAU 
UNITED STATES TIRE COMPANY, 1784 Broadway, NEW YORK 
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$2,000.00 in Prizes i: Big Game Fish 
FIELD AND STREAM 


“America’s Magazine for Sportsmen,” is Offering 203 Prizes for 
the Biggest Fresh and Salt Water Game Fish Caught During 1911 
This $2,000.00 will be divided into 203 monthly prizes for the biggest fish caught each 
month and grand prizes for the entire season in each class. Prizes include $60 silver cups, 
silver medals, high class rods and reels, guns and sportsman’s equipment. 

List of prizes and conditions of contest published each month in FIELD AND STREAM. As you will want 
to read the accounts each month of How, When, ere and with what tackle these big fish were killed, we are 
going to make you a special introductory offer of a three months’ trial subscription to FIELD AND STREAM, 
together with the 1911 Angler's Guide, the best book on fishing published, telling how, when and where to fish, 


including the latest G d Fish Laws for 1911 and a five-foot split bamboo bait casting rod, 
"Send in yout ovdec soley end Jonmn all abddi:dile grect cossent.” }All for $1.00 


FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 35East 21st Street, New York City 
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The Safest Bond 
In Its Class 








When Yor Invest 


$500 or $1,000 in the 6% Gold 
M rtgage Bonds of the New York Real 
Estate Security Company, your principal 
and interest are secured by a Trust 
Mor tage. Your money can- 
not be used for any other pur- 
pose than investment by the 
Company in your interest in 
the best of mortgages or the 
highestcharacter of realestate. 
Yo charged with no expense for 
handling the investment—the 64 is 
clear income. 
business of the New York Real 
Estate Security Company is administered 
with purpose in view—the safety 
of the eae yee Its present 
large holdings and those it may acquire 
Ww e maint: ane to secure firmly its ob- 
Company’s 6% Gold Mortgage 
e a reliable investment, 
ich can be considered in only the 
class. 

Write for Circular S 
NEW YORK REAL ESTATE 
SECURITY COMPANY 
42 Broadway New York City 
Assets - - $10,000,000 
Capital - - $3,950,000 
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The Margin of Safety 
in Investments 


The wise investment of money is not simply a 
juestion of safety; nor, on the other hand, is it 
merely a matter of income, It is in reality a combi- 
nat { the two 





















it is impossible to present any fixed rule, it 

is generally laid down by experts as an axiom that 

when a t ad issue represents from one-half to one- 

thir 1e value of a property mortgaged, then 
f security is ample. 

If, moreover, 

charg na 


the income applicable to interest ° 
given bond issue is from two to three 
annual requirement, then the margin of 
ample 
f addition, the bonds yield approximately 
5 per cent, a! id hs ave a reasonably broad market, 
the combine 


1. Safety as to principal; 
2. Liberality of income; 
3. Convertibility into cash; 
4. Opportunity for profit. 
Write for Our Bond Circular No. 941 
**Investment Securities” 


Spencer Trask & Co. 


43 Exchange Place, New York 


ALBANY—BOSTON—CHICAGO 
Members New York Stock Exchange 
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The 
Individual 


INVESTOR 
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The Passing of the 


<¢ Speculative Game’’ 





UCH a striking change has 
taken place in investment 
conditions in the United 

S States since Success Mac- 

AZINE entered the field of 
financial journalism some 
six years ago, that it will 
be well worth while for 
the readers of this depart- 

ment to turn aside temporarily from the study 
of investments themselves and cast a glance 
backward. At the outset the editors of the 
magazine had no other purpose in mind than 
to protect as many individuals as could be 
reached, primarily the readers of this maga- 
zine, from the wholesale imposition that was 
being practised upon the American people in 
a thousand different ways, to the enormous 
financial damage of the innocent and blame- 
less victims. The cynical view of the work 
that has been carried on by six or eight of 
the leading magazines in the financial field 
has been, of course, that it consisted merely 
in the almost useless endeavor to save the 
credulous from the natural results of their 
own folly. The editors of Success Macazine, 
in common with the few others who had then 
taken the trouble to inform themselves, abso- 
lutely knew that millions of dollars were being 
taken every year from men and women who 
not only were not trying to get something for 
nothing, but who were endeavoring by every 
means at their command to investigate in ad- 
vance what they mistakenly regarded as their 
“investments.” The trouble was, simply, that 
the public was at an enormous disadvantage 
with the bidders for its money because it knew 
no more about the means of safe-guarding 
itself than it did about the unimaginable clev- 
erness and villainy of the human vultures who 
preyed upon it without let or hindrance. 

Later, the purpose of the management be- 
came twofold. It began to be clear that hand 
in hand with a desperate need for the protec- 
tion of individual owners of capital, particu- 
larly the owners of small accumulations of 
savings throughout the length and breadth of 
the land, went the opportunity to serve the 
nation by checking the dissipation of a truly 
fabulous stream of capital and turning it into 
the safe channels of legitimate industrial and 
community development. 


The Encouragement of Thrift 


Few persons realize what really happens to 
the hard-earned funds that are turned over 
to uncaged criminals of the get-rich-quick va- 
riety. The money gets rapidly into circula- 
tion again and seldom does its receivers any 
lasting good, but it returns to honest uses 
chiefly by the most unwholesome routes. Any 
experienced police official in any of the larger 
cities can tell you where nine out of ten pro- 
fessional “investment ” swindlers spend their 
leisure hours and their unclean incomes. 

Out of the primary idea of protecting the 
finances of the individual, and thus the eco- 
nomic solidity and moral health of the nation, 
there developed still further motives on the 
part of those who engaged in the attempt to 
educate the average man on the use and man- 
agement of capital. It is obvious that when 
you have begun to persuade men and women 
not to give up their money to the highest and 
least responsible bidder, you have at once be- 
gun to persuade them into habits of thrift. 





The word has a dull, prosaic sound and it 


may be a commonplace by now to say that it 
was by that quality alone that the French 
nation raised itself in a short thirty years 
from abject prostration to at least the second 
rank among the banking powers of Europe. 
That phase of the work can be left to take 
care of itself for the present. In the near 
future it will need no preaching, for even 
extravagant America will have learned some- 
thing of its meaning. 

Another argument, one which may appeal 
more strongly in the present state of affairs 
and will be considered at length in a subse- 
quent article, has to do with the effect that a 
wide distribution of good investment securi- 
ties is bound to have upon the management 
of the corporations themselves and the acts 
of their officers. 

But to get back to the subject—a vast 
change has come over the mind of the aver- 
age American with a few hundred or a few 
thousand dollars, to tuck away in a safe place 
to return him a satisfactory rate of inter- 
est. Our survey of present conditions may 
for convenience begin with a glance at Wall 
Street. The evils of the “stock game,” as it 
has come to be called, by no means are con- 
fined to Wall Street or even to New York, 
but the extent to which the financial business 
of the country is concentrated in the lower 
end of Manhattan Island, and the rapidity 
with which the complexion of things there 
reflects the composite mind of the United 
States as a whole, makes Wall Street ex- 
ceedingly useful to point a moral or adorn 
a tale. 


“ Wall Street is Dull” 


The present writer has no intention of en- 
tering into a discussion of the stock market 
or the level of security prices there. At this 
moment, Wall Street itself is less interested 
in the flat, stale and unprofitable hen-tracks 
on the tape than in what the rest of the coun- 
try has done to its business. 

Wall Street is dull. When you hear that 
said south of Fulton Street, or anywhere else 
by a man who earns his bread and butter in 
that diminutive section of the country, you 
understand without asking that he means the 
business of buying and selling stocks. It is 
a strange habit that clings to the typical Wall 
Street man to speak of the doings of the 
Street without reference to the state of the 
bond business. It is a tradition handed down 
from the time, not so very far in the past, 
when the “big money” was in the “ whirli- 
gigs,” the constantly rising and falling stocks 
of the newer promotions, or of the railroads 
which happened to be the new-found play- 
things of the newly-made millionaires. 

Except for a comparatively few which offer 
special facilities for the purchase of securi- 
ties in small lots, the “commission houses ” 
are in most cases not making their office ex- 
penses, to say nothing of interest on the $60,- 
000 or $70,000 tied up in a seat on the 
Stock Exchange, and the working capital with 
which they would like to be doing business. 
It is safe to say that the mileage of leased 
wires leading from western and southern cities 
into the brokerage offices of Wall Street at 
the present time is less than it has been at 
any time in the past ten years. 

It is in this sense only, however, in respect 
to the “in and out” trading in highly specu- 
lative issues, most of which is done on mar- 
gins of varying thickness, that Wall Street 


See page 3 
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rederte Gallatin, Jr. 


has. H. Blair, Jr. 


WwW: do not offer any 
articular securities, 

but Som and sell for 
tomers on commission only, 
and our study and expe- 
rience qualify us to: give in- 
telligent advice to investors. 
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FIRST MORTGAGE 


BONDS 


How to Test Them: 


For more than 29 years the HOUSE OF STRAUS has been 
gathering the investment experience which is now offered to 
you without cost or obligation. 

If you have $100 or more now lying idle or drawing only the 
usual 2 to3 per cent interest, you are entitled to a more sub< 
stantial earning on your money. 

And dhe re are 8 number of opportunities to enjoy the maxi- 
mum 6% interest rate with security and protection equal to or 
better than that any modern savings bank cuuld possibly offer. 


jata is no : 
This dataisnow — Blaced at Your Disposal 


Absolutely Without Cost 


During 29 years of business in the sale 
of first mortzage bonds on improved, in- 


come-producing, selected Chica ngo real 
estate, with a margin of security in no 
case less than 100 per cent, no investor 
has ever lost a dollar of principal or inter- 
est on securities purchased of us. 

If you are interested in a type of in- 
vestment so secure as this, quickly con- 
vertible and subject to our repurchase 
proposition at any time, we will gladly 
send you without expense the Investor's 
Magazine— a dependable and highly valu- 
able investment guide, which every con- 
servative investor should write for. 
Address Dept. 293 


"Ss W.STRAUS & Co. 


MORTGAGE AND BOND BANKERS 


TABLISHED 882 
STRAUS BUILDING (Ob | @ den- Cele) 











Confidence Is Based on Knowledge 


We know of certain bonds that are paying a much 
higher interest than the ones that you are now famil- 
iar with—from 4% to 6 per cent—because your 
knowledge and your neighbor's knowledge does 
not include them. If the world at large knew them 
as well as we do, they would sell at a higher price, 
and the yield from them would consequently be 
smaller. It is all a matter of confidence based on 
knowledge. Offering of bonds on request. 


Ask for latest price list No. G-58. 


N. W. Halsey & Co. 


BANKERS 


New York Philadelphia Chicago San Francisco 
49 Wall St. 1421 Chestnut St. 152 Monroe St. 424 California St, 





INCOME PAID BY COUPONS 


iect your income by clipping the coupons attached 
to the bond and having them cashed on the day 
they are due. These bonds yield 5 per cent per 
annum. Write for full information. 
GUARANTEE TRUST & BANKING COMPANY 
CAPITAL $500,000.00 


Atlanta, Ga. 


When you deposit your money with this institution 
TW on our 5 per cent Gold Bonds, you are able to col- 


If subscribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertisements, they are protected by our guarantee against loss. 


. no shock whatever. 





is dull. The business of its bond houses 


and that of other firms not exactly falling in. 


that category, which handle the better class 
of unlisted securities, if not exactly flourish- 
ing, is at least moderately good and has been 
for several months. One old and thoroughly 
respectable investment house enjoyed average 
sales during the first three months of this 
year of twenty-five million dollars a month. 

It is a curious coincidence and one that 
tells more about this very change in the spirit 
of financial America that we-are trying to 
make clear than any amount of discussion 
would, that this particular house has never 
thought it worth while to own a Stock Ex- 
change seat. This means that none of its 
members is a member of the Exchange, as 
technically only individuals are members of 
that organization. The writer is momentarily 
expecting someone to break into print with a 
declaration that the Stock Exchange could be 
lifted bodily out of Wall Street without that 
community’s being any the worse off. And he 
would come pretty near proving his point, too. 

Without any disrespect to the real pillars of 
American finance and industry who grace that 
neighborhood, it can be said that the dullness 
of the speculative end of Wall Street is due 
to the very same causes which have put so 
many stock concerns of another class out of 
business. Too many people have learned that 
when a man not only marks the cards, but, 
on top of that, refuses to deal you any you had 
better stay out of his game. When this maga- 
zine first began the publication of articles based 
upon nothing more radical than this almost 
foolishly harmless and undeniable proposition, 
no end of perfectly worthy and intelligent 
folks called it “ disturbing confidence.” Some 
of them went further and expressed the cyni- 
cal view of the work already alluded to here. 


Sound Business has not Suffered 


By this time all of them, except the hope- 
lessly mossbacked, have tacitly conceded that 
deserved and well-founded confidence has felt 
The fact of the matter is 
that it is easier to-day to sell good securities 
directly to investors than it was before the 
so-called disturkance of confidence, which dis- 
turbed only the “confidence game,” began. 
Whether the work of arousing the investor to 
his dangers and his opportunities was or was 
not coincident with unwise or selfish political 
agitation and whether or not such agitation, 
if that term accurately describes it, aid harm 
to the country’s business, are questions with 
which this diseussion has nothing to do. 

While we are on the subject of Wall Street, 
it may be as well to say, in justice to that 
much abused district, that much of the out- 
and-out swindling promotion of fake stocks 
from headquarters located in New York is in 
Wall Street but not of it, and that the best 
elements in the financial district have at all 
times been extremely anxious to rid it of 
these parasites, just as they have been opposed 
to the practice by the more or less recognized 
“leaders ” of the stock market of methods not 
very far removed from the tactics of the un- 
derworld of finance. Another very large part 
of such promotion, as most persons know by 
this time, is not even conducted from Wall 
Street, but perhaps from quarters in the office- 
building section of Fifth Avenue, perhaps from 
Kansas City or Seattle. It happens that tons 
of worthless securities have been manufactured 
in and sold from Wall Street offices, but that 
is not a Wall Street game. Even the big con- 
cerns whose spectacular careers have recently 
come to sudden ends through raids on their 
offices in lower Manhattan, whose fictitious 
orders on both sides of the market have at 
times almost crowded legitimate business off 
the Broad Street “ curb” market, never really 
played a Wall Street game. Primarily the 
“game” of Wall Street, using the term to 
embrace all the morally unjustifiable, if indeed 
not legally criminal, employment of deceit, 
misrepresentation and falsehood for the har- 
vest of wholly unearned speculative gain, is 
not conducted with fictitious securities at all. 
It is played with the perfectly good securities 
of honestly conducted corporations. 
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The Safest Bond 


The safest bond for the large or small investor 
to purchase is one which has been subjected 
to the most rigorous examination and search- 
ing investigation. Such examination must be 
made by experts trained by long experience. 
The legality of the bond issue, the earning 
power of the property, engineering features, 
and all other factors which establish the safety 
of the security, must be determined Jdeyax: ‘d 
question. Owing to the expense and technical 
training involved, it is impracticable for indi- 
vidual investors to conduct such an exam- 
ination. 

It is this expert service which a conservative 
bond house performs as a protection to its 
clients and itself. 


As an evidence of the careful examination 
made by this house before its purchase of 
securities for sale to its clients, attention is 
called to the fact that— 

Since the organization of this house 

there has never been a day’s delay in 

the payment of either principal or in- 

terest on any bond it has brought out. 
We shall be pleased to suggest to prospective 
investors a list of bonds suiting their particu- 
lar needs—such selection comprising bonds 
of $100, $500 and $1000 denominations, the 
principal maturing at various dates as may be 
desired from 1 to 49 years. These bonds 
yield from 


5% to 6% Interest 


Special descriptive circulars and other literature will 
be mailed to investors upon request. Send also for 
«*$100 Bonds’’—now in its third edition. For 
convenience address Department A. 


J. S. & W. S. KUHN, Inc, 


Bank for Savings Building, Pittsburg, Pa. 


CHICAGO al eaite Teast Bh 
First National Bank Bide. Real a Trust Bldg. 
NEW YORK 
37 Wall Street ber Faber 2 Con Inc. 








ON’T wait until you have ac- 
D cumulated a large amount of 
idle money before looking for 

a safe place to invest it. 
The bonds we offer being first 
mortgages on the cities, towns and 
corporations that issue them, are 


the safest form of investment 


possible. Write for 


Our Free Booklets, 


“Bonds and How to Buy Them,"’ and 
“‘How to Buy Bonds on the Installment 
Plan."’ They contain information of value 
to every investor, large or small, and have 
been the’ means of starting numbers of 
foundations of the right sort. 

We own outrigh. every 

bond that we offer for sale 


OTIS & HOUGH 
INVESTMENT BANKERS 
300 CUYAHOGA BLDG. 
CLEVELAND, OHIO 





See page 3 
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1898-1911 


JohnMuir&(o 
SPECIALISTS IN 


Odd Lots 
Of Stock 


We solicit small investment accounts. Wedon't 

as mere odds and ends; we make 
r primary specialty and have designed 

ichinery especially for handling them. 


Send for Circular 222—*‘ODD LOTS” 


Members New York Stock Exchange 
7i BROADWAY, NEW YORK 


a them 


















A 
YOUR MONEY BACK ON 
DEMAND AT ANY TIME 


vested with this Company is abundantly secured 
rtgages on improved Real Estate— 
erest at the rate of five per cent for every day it 
l hands 


be withdrawn on demand at any time without 





Where can you find a more thoroughly desirable investment? 
ypany has been in business more. than fifteen 
years. It has never been a day late in payment of either 
intere principal— 

The ‘'s Per Cent Safety "’ book tells 

ill about it—write for it to-day. 


The Calvert Mortgage & Trust Co. 


1042 Calvert Bldg. ~ - - 


Baltimore, [id. 








For overisS years our depositors 
have received a safe 5 per cent on their savings—safe because 
their principal was absolutely secure—invested in high class 
mortgages on New York and suburban real estate 

CONDUCTED UNDER SUPERVISION OF 
NEW YORK BANKING DEPARTMENT 


and regularly examined by same. Deposits are accepted and 
withdrawals allowed upon any date, with full earnings paid 
for every day money is in our care. 

Abs ute safety, quick availability and highest earnings 
consistent with a conservative tuvestment is what we offer. 
ASSETS - : $2,300,000 
‘or Book’ 

INDUSTRIAL SAVINGS AND LOAN CO. 
3 es Building, Broadway & 42d St., New York 




















INHERITANCE TAXES 
FOR INVESTORS 


An Up-to-Date Handbook Showing to What Extent 
the Resident of Any State Is Affected by the 
inheritance Tax Laws of Every Other State 

k is one of real usefulness and covers ade- 
1 subject of great importance which has never 


treated in so convenient form before.” 
—The Wall Street Journal. 


By HUGH BANCROFT 


(Of the Boston Bar) 
Cloth, 140 pages Price, post-paid, $1.00 


From the BOSTON NEWS BUREAU 
25 Exchange Place, BOSTON, or at your Bookseller’s 


100% SAFETY ) Combined 
in Our 


6% INTEREST \ Registered 


GOLD BONDS 


DO YOU WANT A BETTER INVESTMENT? 
FOR SOME OF YOUR SURPLUS MONEY=s 


NEW YORK REALTY OWNERS 


is9 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 


Write for Booklet S 
U.S. Government 


BONDS 


Postal Savings Bank Deposits 


are the only class we offer. Instead of the 244% the 


a 
Postal Banks pay these 1 / 
B : is +4 ae 4. [2% to A, 4% 


New First Nat'l Bank, Dept. S-I, Columbus, O. 





taal 











Accepted by the 














If subscribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertisements, they are protected by our guerantee against loss. 


Your genuine “ fly-by-night ” organizes his 
own corporations and is hampered neither by 
tules to play by nor by any other form of 
organization, nor by the investment of capi- 
tal in any fixed form. He is as much an ad- 
venturer as any American with the army of 
the insurrectos in Mexico and as easily folds 
his tent in the night time and steals away. 
When, as sometimes happens, he appears to 
be facing the music with a grit worthy of 
a better cause, it is nearly always because he 
has miscalculated his chances and knows it 
is too late to get away. 

To-day hundreds of thousands of Ameri- 
cans who, five years ago, had given the mat- 
ter so little thought that they fell prey to the 
first sharper who happened to cross their path, 
have for good and all turned away from the 
allurements of the gold mine and oil well 
promoter. The average business man, farmer 
or salaried man has likewise turned away 
from the day-to-day fluctuations of the stock 
market. In the olden days it was said with 
truth that the man who let stocks or wheat 
alone was the man who had burned his fingers 
playing with that particular sort of fire and 
that every man had to buy so much mining 
stock in his life. Both games are still played, 
but on an enormously reduced scale. 

Speculation in stocks on the larger ex- 
changes, where alone it is possible to carry 
on any considerable degree of manipulation, 





SUCCESS 


is unquestionably down to a minimum, while 
the sale of worthless paper engraved as stock 
certificates is at the moment hardly active 
enough to pay the expense of advertising and 
distributing it. 

Most encouraging of all, some hundreds of 
thousands of our fellow citizens have learned 
that there is no rule of thumb by which in- 
vestments can be judged, that every case must 
be judged on its merits, though according to 
well recognized principles of business and 
finance. They have learned that mining and 
oil prospects may do well enough for those 
who devote their lives to the study and de- 
velopment of such resources, but cannot be 
called investments in any sense of the word. 
It is no longer possible for the word invest- 
ment to be abused at it once was. 

We have not intended to give the impres- 
sion that we think the work is done. Our 
own idea is that it has just fairly begun. 
People are still throwing their money away in 
some quantity and it still remains to con- 
vince them of what they are doing and show 
them the better way. Then, again, there is 
always the rising generation for an audience. 
But the burden of the work to be carried on 
in this department is to keep its readers in- 
formed of the current developments in the 
field of investment and finance and to con- 
tinue to carry on the war against dishonest 
promotion. 








Continued from page 17 


Janey Dabbles /m Aigh Finance 





Caroline emerged immediately from the 
bushes that skirted the fairy-pond and came 
running up the path. 

“ Janey,” Mrs. Blair said sharply the mo- 
ment her daughter appeared on the piazza, 
“where did you get the fifty cents that you 
gave Tony Ferrero and where did you get the 
money to buy candy-for Ethel Dean and John 
Elliston ? ” 

If Mr. Blair thought that the conference was 
to be a third-degree affair, he was doomed 
to disappointment. “ Why —why—” Janey 
stuttered for a moment. But it was palpably 
the surprise of one who has been asked a ques- 
tion so simple as to require no answer. “ Why 
I took it from the change when I paid Mr. 
Martindale’s bill at Mallon’s. Mother, can I 
have all the lemonade I want?” 

Mrs. Blair sat down very suddenly in her 
chair. “Took it from the change from Mr. 
NMartindale’s bill,” she repeated stupidly. 
“ What do you mean?” 

Nobody could be more ready with explana- 
tion —or more facile—than Janey. ‘“ Why 
you see Mr. Martindale told me to pay a bill 
at Mallon’s. He put five dollars in the envel- 
ope and he said that it would come to four 
dollars and seventy-five cents and be said that 
there would be twenty-five cents left and he 
said that Caroline and I could spend five cents 
each and he said to bring back fifteen cents.” 

Janey bobbed up to the surface of all these 
words and paused an instant for breath. Mr. 
Martindale confirmed her statements with nods. 

“Go on!” her mother said in a stony voice. 

“Yes, mother, I will,” Janey acceded. “ But 
when I got to Mr. Mallon’s he said the bill was 
only two dollars and seventy-five cents and so 
I spent all the rest of the money and brought 
home fifteen cents to Mr. Martindale just as 
he told me.” Janey paused and looked be- 
nignly about her as one who will accept praise 
for a duty well done. “Oh, yes, and I forgot 
to tell him what Mr. Mallon said. He said 
that Mr. Martindale was like all litery fellers 
and he didn’t notice that the four on the bill 
had been changed to two.” 

“And how did you spend this money?” 
Mrs. Blair asked, still stony. 

Janey’s face lighted up. It was evident 
that she was going to enjoy this passage of 
her narrative. “Well, in the first place I 
gave Tony Ferrero fifty cents to go to Para- 
dise Park. And then I invited all the children 
I met to have sodas — Ethel Dean and John 


Elliston and Nannie Phelps and Bee Boland 
and Jo Harris. We didn’t have ice-cream 
sodas because we all thought we’d rather have 
ice-cream cones beside — all except John Ellis- 
ton, who said he’d rather have ice-cream 
sodas, so he had two. Then I bought a whole 
lot of pickles and pickle limes and pop-corn 
and gum and cream-cakes and tarts, and dough- 
nuts and two pies. And I bought candy with 
all the money that was left — the sixteen-for- 
a-cent kind and then we divided it round. 
We had twenty-nine pieces each. And mother, 
it was great fun. I never spent any money 
before — except pennies — because you always 
go with me and keep it in your pocketbook. 
But I love spending money. Id like to do it 
all the time.” 

Janey stopped. 

Her mother stared at her an instant. Then, 
“Janey Blair,” she said in a _heart-broken 
tone, “do you know that you are a thief and 
that if you were a big girl, you’d be arrested 
and go right straight to prison. I don’t know 
what I’m going to do.” And then Mrs. Blair 
burst into tears. 

There was an instant explosion of the peace- 
ful piazza scene. Janey, who had never seen 
her mother ery, shrieked with terror. Caroline 
began — not to cry, but to bawl — because 
Janey did. Brother waked up and added his 
baby remonstrance to the volume of sound. 
Mr. Warriner and Mr. Martindale, paralyzed 
by the suddenness of the storm, stood stock still. 

The explosion ceased almost as soon as it 
began. Mr. Warriner silenced his sister, with 
a peremptory, “ Stop crying at once, Miriam, 
don’t you see that child hasn’t the remotest 
idea of the value of money — she hardly knows 
what money’s for. You’ve never let her spend 
any and she has no sense either of honesty or 
dishonesty about it.” He took his little niece 
into his lap. ‘“ Stop that noise at once, Janey, 
or I'll lock you up in your room.” Mrs. Ben- 
ton succeeded in hushing Caroline. Brother 
finally consented to lie still and bubble at the 
world at large. 

“ Now, Miriam, you’d better let me deal with 
Janey,” Uncle Jim said. “ Now, Janey,” he 
began, “when you got all that change back 
from Mr. Martindale’s bill, didn’t you know 
that it belonged to him, no matter if there had 
been a mistake?” 

“Yes, Uncle Jim,” Janey said with her 
usual succinct directness. “I did. But Nora 
said it didn’t.” 


See nage 3 
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THE BEST GIFT OF ALL 


A UNIFORM SET 


of the 


Marden Inspirational Books 


Are you puzzled as to what present you will give a 
friend, or graduate? Why not one—or a set—of the 
Marden Books? 

Thousands have attributed their success in life to the 
reading of a Marden Inspirational Book. 

There has been such an insistent demand for a set of 
these books, especially from parents who wish to start their 


sons and daughters in life with a Success Library, that we 
have now brought out a set of nine, in uniform binding— 
having reprinted several of the older books in a new and 
revised edition from new plates. 


The following nine books comprise the set : 


“The Miracle of Right Thought” 


“Getting On” 
“Be Good to Yourself” 


“Peace, Power and Plenty” 


“He Can Who Thinks He Can” 


New and revised editions of Dr. Marden’s famous books. 


“Pushing to the Front” 
“Rising in the World” 


“The Secret of Achievement” 


and 


“The Young Man Entering 
Business” 




















PRICE LIST 
Set of the nine book ks in uni fe xmcloth binding . ‘ . o.00 
fe, > : sill cada? (pocket edition) 1.25 
See * ” leather bindiny ( ket edn) 13.50 
Al act sent by express ¢ 


Single copies, cloth, $1.10; silk, $1.3. 33; ethos: $1. 58; each postpaid 





Write for sfeciad offer ou the wtb es ther binding)- 
and also for free 20-page descriptive j uphiet o all the 


OTHER MARDEN INSPIRATIONAL BOOKS 


aitsig Man a King (cloth, $1.10, pocket edition, leather, $1.58; silk, 
$1.33). the Optio Life (cloth, $1.10, pocket edition, Jeather, 
Brises ailk, 3 form h the nine books in set, and can 
kers (cloth, 4 

loth, 55 cent 







1e Substituted). 
Out (cloth, 75 cents) 
leather, pocket editi Choosing 
(cloth, $1.10). The idee Man Entering Business (divinity circuit 
morocco leather binding n paper, round corners, Special /¢éted 
edition, $1.58). All postpaid. 

Do It to a Finish; Not the Salary, But the Oppor- 
Booklets tunity; Why Grow sen ; Character (28th thousand) ; 
Cheerfulness (31st thousand) ; I : The Power of Personality ; 
Good Manners and Succe e pout of Opps prtunity: 
An Iron Will. Each, pe stp. id, . 35 Cents 


We will be glad to send any of these bade on vegusidl, without 
your being under the slightest obligation to purchase. 


Marden Book Dept. 29 E. 22d St., New York City 





nts, net). 



















A FREE Brochure to MOTHERS 








VERY mother—and father as 

well—should read the great essays 
contained in the book (just published) by 
Margaret E. Sangster, Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox, Mrs. George Stern Perry and 
Percy Keese Fitzhugh, four of the 
world’s most prominent writers for 
young folks. 


HEIR essays in this volume 

tell of the workings of the growing 
and maturing minds of our children. 
They tell how impressions are made that 
last for a lifetime—impressions that 
mak: or mar their lives.. Isn’t it often 
our fault, or our carelessness, that wrong 
impressions and habits are formed by 
our little ones? 











Ella Wheeler Wilcox 


WO cents in postage will 

bring you this brochure postpaid. 
It should be read by every father and 
mother in the universe. There is only a 
limited supply; so address at once 











PEARSON’S MAGAZINE 
457 East 24th Street, New York City 


Margaret BE. Sangster 


If subscribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertisements, they are protected by our guarantee against loss. See page 








“Oh, Nora,” 
of one who has at last found the clue to a 
labyrinth. “ And what did Nora say?” 

“Nora said that when you went on an er- 
rand and it came to less than you expected, 
the money belonged to you. Nora says that’s 
what her brother, the bell-hop, does and her 
brother the messenger boy does. Nora says 
her father tells them to do it.” 

“Oh,” said Uncle Jim, and again, “ Oh!” 
He seemed very much relieved about some- 
thing. And even the mother of the criminal 
withdrew from her handkerchief a face that 
showed a gleam of hope. 

“ Now, Janey,” Uncle Jim went on, “ Nora 
was wrong. That money did not belong to 
you. It belonged to Mr. Martindale. It was 
his in the beginning and nothing could make 
it yours unless he gave it to you. Do you 
understand ¢ ” 

“ Yes, Uncle Jim.” 

“So that what your mother said was right 
—you really stole the money. Not that you 
meant to do it — 

“ Will I have to go to prison?” Janey inter- 
rupted in a panic. 

“No, no, no, Janey,” Uncle Jim reassured 
her hastily. “ But as long as you took that 
money from Mr. Martindale, you see you owe it 
to him.” 

“Oh, how can I ever pay it back?” Janey 
said, appalled. 

“T will return the money to Mr. Martin- 
dale,” said Uncle Jim, “and then T’ll show 
you a way to earn it so that you can pay me 
back. Every morning you are to put Mr. 
Martindale’s desk and my desk in order for 
us before we start to work. Do you under- 
stand ?” 

“Oh, Uncle Jim! ” 
do it.” 

“And now, Janey,” Uncle Jim went on, 
“after this, I’m going to give you five cents 
a week spending-money. And you’re to do just 
what you please with it — spend it or save it — 
do you see? 

“ And now,” he added in the tone which 
meant conclusion, “are you sorry you took 
that money?” 

“Tnele Jim,” Janey said, employing the 
clearness with which ever she examined her 
own mental processes and the engaging candor 
with which always she described them, “ I am 
sorry and then — sort of —I aren’t sorry. I’m 
dreadfully sorry I took the money from Mr. 
Martindale, but I’m terribly glad that Tony 
went to Paradise Park.” 

Exercising that perverted sense of humor 
which Janey had often noted with disapproval 
in grown-ups, Uncle Jim and Mr. Martindale 
seemed to find this comic. At least, they kept 
breaking into laughter and then trying to con- 
ceal it. 

“The whole infant population on _ the 
blink!” Mr. Martindale remarked. “I don’t 
suppose the Great White Way of Scarsett has 
witnessed such a spending jag in the course of 
its history.” 

He was still laughing when he arose to re- 
turn to his work. He continued to laugh all 
the way up-stairs. But, as he took up his man- 
uscript, a sudden seriousness fell upon him. 
Something about it seemed to trouble him. He 
read and reread the final paragraph. Then he 
sat for a few moments thinking hard, a half 
smile on his face. At last, ignoring the type- 
writer, he took up a pencil. A few vigorous 
strokes slashed out the closing sentences. He 
added. 

“ But after all is said, is there not some- 
thing that can be brought in excuse — some- 
thing to be urged in extenuation? Is it after 
all that these gentry of the tainted money 
coffers are deliberate highwaymen and foot- 
pads? Is it not rather that, giants though they 
be financially, they are still pygmies morally 
—that, like children in their reasoning, the 
glory of the end blinds them to the foulness 
of the means. In the last analysis, much that 
seems evil in human nature is only ignorance. 
Dirt has been defined as misplaced matter — 
why not evil as misplaced energy. Surely it 
can hurt none of us to exercise this slight char- 
ity toward those whom, otherwise, we must 
condemn utterly.” 


Janey said, “ I’d love to 


J 


Uncle Jim said in the veice | 
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UNDERFEED sysrems 


Save V/p to 2/z of Coal Bills 


Gt acquainted with the Underfeed coal 
burning, smoke-consuming way, which in- 
sures clean, even heat at a saving of from one- 
half to povttine ae of goat bills. This common-sense 
method has unqualified municipal endorsement. 


THE. WILLIAMSON 
UNDERFEED #6 


Warm Air Furnaces--Hot Water or Steam Boilers 


burn cheapest slack and or buckwheat sizes of 
hard or soft coal that would smother ordinary heating 
plants, You save the difference in coal cost, 

Matson Tinker of Portland, Maine, writes: “I would 
put in a Peck-Williamson Underfeed even at DOUBLE 
- cost of atopfeed and consider it a good investment. 

figure I shall save double the extra cost of the Under- 
Hie first year on my coal bill.” 

Heating plans of our Eoginesring Compe are FREE. Fil Fillin in Ge 





SSoRindle tertanoalias = AY OF BREE Sookie 
FEE<-WILLIAMSON CO. Ss%Z.rith 8 


I would like to know more about how to cut down the cost of 
my coal bills from 50% to 6624%. Send me—F RE 


UNDERFEED frie beste “St aES™ 


Name 
Address 








Name of your dealer. 





Panama Hats 


This is the PRICE, $ 
ay 3 





New Flexo Panama 
which will be worn by 
over 3000 letter car- 
riers in New York * 
City this season. 







Style No. 400 
Made of Fine quality Flexo Panama Straw—very light—cool 
and comfortable—a wonderful value for the money. 
Special offer to Clubs and Organizations, 
We are Importers and Manufacturers 
We sell on one Sm rofit 
We absolutely Guarantee Satisfaction 
erwise Your Money Back 


HAT FOR $5 Extra Quality 


Genuine Panama 
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Made to retail at 
$10 in all hat stores— 


) oy Our Leader at $5. 


rae Another *‘ Money Back” 

Style No. 600 Hat if not satisfactory. 

This is one of our best hats—Extra Fine Weave—can be worn 

in any shape—Very Stylish—with that smart Metropolitan ap- 

pearance so desirable. Order To-day—Stating style number and 

exact size. Catalog of 15 other styles of men’s and women’s 
Panamas sent on request. 


CULEBRA HAT CO., 22 West 4th Street, New York City 












Earn While You Learn! 


Trained Salesmen make from $1,200.00 to 
$10,000.00 a year and expenses. Hun- 
— of good positions now open. No 
former experience needed to get one of 
them. We will teach you to be a Salesman 
by mail in eight weeks and assist you to 
secure a position where you can earn a 
good salary while you are learning. Write 
today for our free book, ““A Knight of the 
Grip” which contains full particulars 
about how to get one of the hundreds of 
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KNOWLEDGE 
You are no greater intellectually than your 
memory. Send today for my tree book. **Hewte 
mber?— ‘aces, Names, Studies—Develops Wil!, 
Concentration, Self-Confidence, Conversation, Pablie 
peaking. Increases income. Sent absolutely free - Address 


DICKSON MEMORY ¥ SCHOOL. 796 Auditorium Blilg.. Chicago 
% Your surplus money can be made % 
to earn you 6% and be secure. 


JEFFERSON COUNTY BUILDING & LOAN 
ASSOCIATION SHARES 


Pay 3% July and January on money secured by mortgage 
on improved Birmingham, Ala., real estate. 

$50.00 Shares withdrawable on demand with interest to 
date. Write for Circular. 217 N. 21st Street, 
P, M. JACK: Birmingham, “Ala. 
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COLGAN’S 


Mint or Violet 


CHIPS 


** The Gum That’s Round’? - 


Makes beggars of the whole 
bunch. Loosen the lid in the 
crowd and you’ll have an empty 
box for a keepsake. No one 
can resist the appetizing look of 
the wafer-like chips. No one 
will pass up the treat if they 
catch a whiff of the dainty 
fragrance of Colgan’s Mint or 
Violet on your breath. 


Ten Chips 5c. 


In a handy metal box 










If they're not sold near 


you, send us 10 cents in 


a full box of 
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@ Were you unable to se- 
cure a copy of The National 
Post from your newsdealer 
or your boy agent ? 

@_ Send us their names and 


addresses, and we will send 
you a copy of the first issue. 


The National Post Company 
29-31 East 22d Street, New York 
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out how many weeks remained — had turned 
the yesterday’s leaf to arrive at the day’s date, 
and had found a note in his own handwriting. 
He reached at once to his desk telephone. 
“Send Arnett in,” he directed, “as soon as 


he comes. Yes.” 
“He’s leaving for New York, this after- 
noon,” he explained to the detective. “I 


promised him a letter.” 
squares and crosses on his blotter with a dry 
pen. “Do you think Bradford or any of the 
big ones know about Cooney?” 

“Not if they can keep from knowing it. 
That’s the sort of thing they make it their 
business not to know.” 

“Come in!” Wickson called to a knock 
at the door. And “ Hello, Jack!” he greeted 
the sculptor: “I nearly forgot about you. 
What time does your train go?” 

“Tt doesn’t go,” Arnett said, taking the 
outstretched hand. “I’m staying to do a por- 
trait bust of old Bradford — ” 

“ Bradford! ” 

“On an order that Harris got me.” 

“ Bradford! ” Wickson turned to enjoy the 
joke with Collins. The detective had already 
gone — inconspicuously — and the door had 


closed behind him. 


IIL 


Arnett sat down at once, on his shoulder- 
blades, in the loose-jointed attitude of a tall 
man whose work kept him on his feet. He 
felt in his pocket for his inevitable pipe and 
hooked it into the muscled corner of his mouth. 
“T sold him my ‘ Nymph’ he said. 

He was as unconsciously individual in his 
appearance as the detective had been con- 
sciously indeterminate — a lank, black-haired, 
strong-handed man in clothes that showed the 
dust and plaster of his studio in spite of brush- 
ing. His eyes were wrinkled from a puckered 
scrutiny; he watched Wickson (and took no 
note of his background) with a professional in- 
terest in the human animal as it expressed 
itself in its externals. 

“A bust of Bradford!” Wickson laughed. 
“ That’s great! Do you ever do tombstones?” 

Arnett sucked his cold pipe, humorously. 
“ Are you going to hang someone?” 

“No. They’re going to hang me.” 

“What for? General offensiveness?” 

“ For trying to can Sotjie. They have a man 
out to shoot me.” 

Arnett took his pipe from his teeth as if to 
put aside his jocular air with it. ‘“ What’s 
up? Do you mean it?” 

Wickson nodded, smiling. 

“ Who’s doing it?” 

“ Well — Sotjie, first of all. And then — 
the men who have helped to make Sotjie what 
he is, including Bradford. And then — all of 
us who have allowed conditions to become what 
they are in this town. You, for instance. You 
never vote, do you?” 

“Murder? You mean murder?” 

“No. The man’ll be drunk. It’s a fellow 
I sent up, three years ago, and he has that 
grievance. It'll only be manslaughter. He’ll 
probably commit suicide anyway.” 

Arnett stared at him. “Are you growing 
fanciful?” 

“ You’d think so, wouldn’t you?” 

“Oh, pshaw, Wick! I don’t believe it.” 

Wickson laughed. “I knew you wouldn’t. 
That’s why I told you.” He began to gather 
up the papers from his desk. “The devil of 
it is, I don’t want to prosecute Sotjie — I don’t 
feel that he’s been to blame — but conditions 
make it necessary. And I' don’t suppose he 
wants to shoot me —if he could avoid it. It’s 
a gay life. Will you walk over to the court 
with me?” 

Arnett rose silently, dropped his pipe into 
his pocket, and looked a long time at the lining 
of his hat before he put it on. “ Why don’t 
you have him arrested ?” 

Wickson patted him on the shoulder and 
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too, 





He began to scratch 


turned him to the door. 
until he shoots me.” 

“Tf you know he’s 
can prove it.” 

“You think He turned the knob, 
“There are a good many things in this busi- 
ness that a man knows and can’t prove.” 

With the opening of the door, the activities 
of the outer office interrupted them and sj- 
lenced Arnett. He followed or waited for 
Wickson as the District Attorney excused 
himself to a visitor, gave instructions to an 
assistant, bent to hear a hurried report in con- 
fidence, or stopped to “jolly” a newspaper 
man. When they reached the elevator, a young 
detective, Plummer, was with them. He stood 
aside, at the ground floor, and followed them 
out to the street, carefully unalert, with the 
comprehensive glances of an apparently idle 
e ye e. 

“ But I don’t get this thing, at all,” Arnett 
complained, as they turned up the street. 

Wickson took his elbow. “ I’m in the posi- 
tion of a policeman in a thieves’ quarter — 
where the political boss of the quarter protects 
them — in return for their help in elections, 
Eh? Only in this ease, the whole town is the 
quarter, and Bradford is the political boss, and 
he hasn’t been able to keep me from bothering 
the thieves, and so the thieves are going to 
‘get’ me.” 

“ Oh, come off,” Arnett broke in. 
isn’t that bad.” 

“Surely not. I’m putting it very crudely, 
of course. [I’m willing to believe that Brad- 
ford doesn’t see it that way at all. He prob- 
ably feels himself as much the victim of eondi- 
tions as I do. TFle’ll tell you that the thieves 
run the town — that he has to operate the street 
railway — and that he couldn’t operate it un- 
less he stood in with them. See? He’ll tell 
you that the fault is with the citizens who 
won’t be bothered with polities — who leave 
the thieves to take that trouble. But, you'll 
notice that when I try to rouse those citizens, 
to make them take an interest, I get notice 
from Bradford, through Bill Toole to McPhee 
Harris, that I can’t be reelected.” 

The street was busy with street-cars, wag- 
ons, hurrying people and the displays and ac- 
tivities of trade — the business of a life from 
which Arnett’s mind was as much withdrawn 
as a nun’s. Usually, he walked through it 
unseeingly, hurrying to escape it. He looked 
at it now as the public life in which Wickson 
played a leading part, and blinked at it, feel- 
ing himself asked for advice about it, and be- 
wildered to find that he could not see below 
its shifting surface. He shook his head 
blankly. 

“7 don’t know. I don’t know what to make 
of it,” he complained. 

“Tf it were only the case of the policeman 
and the thieves,” Wickson said, at the Court- 
house steps, “it might be a good thing to let 
them shoot. If it would attract attention to 
the conditions — But I don’t want them sim- 
ply to ‘mangle’ me—” 

Arnett caught him by the sleeve, alarmed 
by the very matter-of-factness of his tone. 
“ My God, Wick! You’re not going to do any- 
thing so foolish?” 

Wickson smiled slowly at him, in a sort of 
amused appraisal of his horror. “ It isn’t what 
I’m going to do that counts. It’s up to them. 
I have to go ahead with my job. However, I 
don’t believe they’ll dare. . ... You run along 
now and get to work on your bust. Come in 
and tell me how it goes, will you? I hope 
you’re not going to do the old boy in the flesh, 
like your ‘ Nymph.’ ” 

Arnett laughed, nervously relieved by the 
jocularity. “I believe Harris got me the or- 
der so I’d have something to do with clothes on. 
He thinks I do the other because it sells — 
such being the depravity of the artistic rich! ” 

“ Well, good-by,” Wickson said. “ Be good.” 

“ And you be careful.” 

Wickson waved his hand and turned up the 


“We can’t do that, 
going to shoot you, you 


so?” 


“ Bradford 


See page 3 
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steps. Arnett brushed against the nonchalant 
Plummer as he hurried off. 

And half way down the block, the sculptor 
remembered that he had seen this man in the 
elevator — that he had seen him pass into the 
Court-house, look around the corridor and 
come out. And now he was following Wick- 


_son into the Court-house again! 


He hastened back with a frightened suspi- 
cion that he had seen the assassin. 


IV 


Arnett lost himself, at once, in the corridors 
of the ground floor, where the doors were 
marked “County Commissioners,” “ Local 
Imp.,” “Sheriff,” on the yellowed frosting of 
their glasses; and when he demanded breath- 
lessly of a passing clerk “ Where’ll I find the 
District Attorney — Wickson ?” the official re- 
plied curtly “Settle Building,” and went on 
about his business. 

He blundered upon the elevator shaft and 
had to wait endlessly for the cage to descend 
to him. The elevator man replied, to hjs con- 
fused explanations: “Second floor. First 
door to your right,” and held him, despairing 
in the cage, until three other passengers came 
one by one at their leisure. He had the feel- 
ing of a man in a nightmare shouting for 
help to people who passed him either deaf or 
horribly indifferent. And it was as if he had 
wakened to the comforting realities when he 
came to the open door of the court-room and 
looked over the heads of the spectators on 
their benches, and saw Wickson talking at the 
counsels’ table with a pious-looking young 
lawyer in spectacles. Plummer had disap- 
peared. Arnett sat down quickly on a near 
seat, afraid that Wickson might see him and 
suppose he had some message. 

The judge had not yet entered from his 
chambers. There were only three jurors in 
the jury-box — for the others were still to be 
chosen from the panel. A buzz of low-voiced 
conversation hung over the groups of lawyers, 
court officers and privileged spectators within 
the rail; those in the public seats coughed 
and scuffled their feet, uneasily expectant. In 
the light of high windows the room was 
shabbily ugly, with walls painted a sort of 
greasy robin’s-egg blue and its cheap fur- 
nishings worn by the contact of innumerable 
bodies — as repellent as a prison, as sordid as 
the tragedies that had soiled it, as if the 
beautiful ideals of justice had left it to be a 
place only for the craftinesses of statutory 
law. 

Arnett frowned at its repellency, but he 
stayed. The expectancy of the others held 
him; he wished to hear more from Wickson, 
who had piqued him with his superior air of 
a man of dangerous affairs talking to an idler 
of the arts; and the District Attorney’s 
“You, for instance. You never vote, do 
you?” remained with him as a reproof for 
having never played a citizen’s part in such 
scenes as this in the court-room, for example. 
He leaned back in his seat and puckered his 
eyes at Wickson. 

Wickson was consulting with an assistant 
upon a jury list of typewritten names, each 


followed by a few brief notes that represented ° 


Collins’s work of investigation upon each — an 
investigation that had been made, with Col- 
lins’s usual ingenious audacity, by a man who 
had pretended to be taking the current cen- 
sus. Wickson frowned in an attempt to keep 
his thoughts from wandering from his as- 
sistant’s explanations. It was not that he 
had lost interest in his work, but the work 
itself seemed to have receded from him. 
Harris’s message — that he could not be re- 
elected — had suddenly put his duties as Dis- 
trict Attorney into the past, as an activity 
already ended. And because the feeling was 
merely a feeling and not conceived in the form 
of a thought that could be hidden, it had in- 
fluenced him unconsciously in his interview 
with Collins, and worried the detective; it had 
given an air of genial superiority to his man- 
ner with the sculptor, and piqued Arnett; and 
now, confronting him with an empty future 
and the futility of his work, it moved him 
to an action that seemed recklessly unreason- 


able to everybody who did not understand it. 
And nobody understood it. 

Cooney, the ex-policeman, had slunk into 
the court-room and stood propped against a 
rear wall—a dishevelled, unshaven, blowsy 
derelict of a man, horrible but pathetic. 
Wickson saw him with pity, with a fellow- 
feeling, with a desire to aid him — being him- 
self, in his own mind, “a down and outer” 
like Cooney. He said a word of excuse to his 
assistant, passed the bar, and came down the 
aisle toward the ex-policeman. Arnett half 
rose from his seat before he realized that 
Wickson was not coming to him; there was 
a solemn friendliness in the face that ignored 
him —a look that turned him to watch and 
listen. 

Wickson put his hand on Cooney’s shoul- 
der, and said: “I’m glad to see you ‘out’ 
again, Cooney. I’ve been mighty sorry for 
what happened. I had to do it. We all have 
to do things sometimes that we don’t want 
to do. But if I can help you anyway now, I 
want to know it. Eh?” 

Cooney scowled up at him out of bloodshot 
and befuddled eyes, dropped the puffed lids 
sulkily and muttered something unintelli- 
gible. 

“T’ve never felt that it was your fault,” 
Wickson went on. “I know what it is to be 
a policeman in this town. I know what the 
conditions are. If you think of any way that 
I can help you to make a fresh start, come 
and see me, will you?” 

Cooney looked up again, and there was the 
beginning of a maudlin self-pity in his bleary 
gaze. “I don’t want to fight vice any more,” 
Wickson said—with his absurd seriousness 
that never saw itself incongruous in any Cir- 
cumstances. “I want to fight the conditions 
that make vice.” 

Cooney’s eyes had turned aside to see the 
approaching detective — Plummer — who was 
hurrying down the aisle .to protect his 
charge. And into that drunken brain there 
must have flashed some instant suspicion that 
Wickson had come to hoodwink him with a 
show of friendliness until the others could 
surround him. He cursed out an oath. A 
revolver seemed to leap into his hand with a 
single gesture. It exploded in Wickson’s 
eyes at the same moment that Plummer, 
struggling against Arnett’s mistaken inter- 
ference, got his litthke automatic under Ar- 
nett’s arm and shot a triple flash at Cooney. 

The ex-policeman leaped as if he had been 
speared in the side, and fell screaming. The 
District Attorney staggered back with his 
hands to his face and stiffened in Plummer’s 
arms. Arnett jumped to him and caught a 
wet wrist. “ Are you hurt?” he cried. 

Wickson relaxed in a long, tired sigh that 
slowly shuddered down to a choking catch in 
the throat, where the blood strangled it. 

At the mass meeting of indignant citizens 
who gathered to pass resolutions upon this 
“irremediable loss to the community ” a sub- 
scription was started to pay for a “suitable 
memorial” of the tragedy; and the list of 
subscribers, as published in the morning 
paper, began magnificently with the name 
of William D. Bradford. (McPhee Harris 
was not far behind him.) It was Bradford, 
as president of the Wickson Memorial com- 
mittee, who formally handed over the com- 
pleted monument to the Mayor, at its unveil- 
ing; and he stood, proudly modest, on the 
wooden platform, before the transfixed figure 
of Wickson turned to bronze, while His Wor- 
ship felicitated himself and the city upon 
“the possession in our midst of a citizen 
whose public spirit puts him always in the 
forefront of every public movement to — to 
beautify, to—to elevate—to raise the tone 
of our public life both by his private bene- 
factions and his activity as a citizen of the 
public life of our city.” 

Wickson’s white-haired mother, a_ little 
deaf, on the back row of the platform seats, 
heard the burst of applause, thought the 
Mayor was speaking of her son, and wiped a 
flattered tear from her cheek. 

The bronze face above her remained im- 
passive. 
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easiest working cleaner 
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by the Delaware & Hudson Lines 
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Convenient train service direct to 
the best fishing grounds. 
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Your Wedding Day Se 











ards that will form the aisle; you are so glad 
the parlors are big enough, and that this dear 
home is to see it all straight through to the 
end — there needs be no white altar but the 
altar of home, and this four-walled sanctuary 
that has sheltered all the long, beautiful 
years of your girlhood shall give you at last 
into somebody’s else keeping! 

Jack, to-day, stands for “somebody else”; 
you are thinking, somehow, less often of him 
than of the things you are leaving, and that is 
as it should be, for all the days and years to 
come will be full of him, but this one last day 
is for home! 

You linger about the rooms in their bridal 
trim, and seek out the old sofa that has been 
hidden in one corner because it is “ really too 
shabby ”; you tinkle the keys of the piano that 
has stood most of all for “ practise-hour”; you 
consider the funny old family portraits with 
loving eyes. And then Aunt Jean comes! 

She puts everything right that she considers 
the florist has put wrong, and she ’phones final 
orders to the caterer, who has had them for 
two weeks, and finally you run off up-stairs, 
smiling. 

The door of one room is closed, but you open 
it softly. On the broad couch there is a shim- 
mer of satin, misty wreaths of illusion, you 
stand gazing upon it all, the slippers, the 
gloves, the little details that are to make you 
a bride; and yet you know you would not be 
a really-true bride at all, without this white, 
white something in your heart that is like a 
dove nestling there! All the morning you have 
been conscious of it; it came when you awoke, 
and you know that it will not leave you till 
the day is done. 

You go out very softly and try to busy your- 
self about household things; you help the 
maids brush up and straighten for that final, 
divine event; you get out your mother’s gown, 
and your father’s new frock-coat, and your lit- 
tle brother’s best suit; in the midst of it all the 
bell rings and you hear Uncle Mac’s voice in 
the hall — yes, and Jack’s! 

As you turn the second landing, one of the 
maids stops you. “ Wurra,” she says, “don’t 
look at him, Miss Beatrice, dear — it’s bad luck 
to see your man before the ciramony!” but 
you only laugh gaily and go on. 

Unele Mac is in the parlor, and Jack stands 
in the hall alone. You look at one another 
for a full, long minute, then you say: 
“Hello,” very shyly, and hold out your 
hand — 

Well, he kisses you, and heaven and earth 
meet in that kiss! Suddenly you flutter away 
from him. Uncle Mac has come back and it is 
a relief to bury your face against the lapel of 
his coat. He holds you at arm’s length, and 
his jolly face is wistful. 

“So this is the day you cut away from us 
all, you little Trixy, just for the sake of being 
married to Mr. Jack, going to drop your old 
Uncle and all the rest, eh?” 

You put one hand over his mouth. “If you 
say that —1I—TI’ll send Jack away forever!” 
You are very near tears, but Jack steps into 
the gap — 

“Look here, Uncle Mac, didn’t you go and 
get married yourself?” 

Oh, it is the one irrefutable, unanswerable 
argument. Uncle Mac is vanquished. He 
strokes your head gently — 

“ Well, well, little girl, just you go on loving 
everybody — we’ll adopt Mr. Jack — that’s the 
way we'll fix it!” And you know that it has 
been settled for the rest of time. 

And then Jack goes away, to come again at 
precisely ten minutes to five. 

You have lunch, and all the time you are 
eating snow-pudding, you are wandering in the 
garden of the gods—it is growing so near 
now, the beautiful thing that is tocome! Your 
mother, with a look of quiet understanding, 
comes and carries you upstairs to Bobbie’s lit- 
tle room quite at the top of the house, and puts 
you, in a kimono, on his small, white bed. 


“Try to sleep, dearie,” she says, “ until it is 
time to dress; yes, I'll attend to the girls, Jan 
and Elsie shall come to my room. No, Aunt 
Jean shall not disturb you. There, dear, sleep. " 
She pulls the shade low and softly closes the 
door behind her. 

You realize, all at once, how tired you are, 
and how happy; the year has been so beauti- 
ful! You thought you would like to go on 
being engaged forever, and yet now you are 
glad that in three short hours-—- three short 
hours, you close your eyes, end your lips are 
smiling — there will be an end to being en- 
gaged — you will be married! 

You wake with a start. Scmeone, Bobbie, is 
calling you. His voice, in high treble, breaks 
through the dream that has enfolded you. 

“Hey, Sis, Ma says to get ready! Every- 
body has come — old Miss Latimer and Aunt 
Juditli and Uncle Fred and Elsie and Jan, and 
I guess if you don’t hurry up Jack will get 
married to somebody else — Elsie looks just a 
peach, and say, will you tie my tie, please?” 

You open the door hurriedly and put the 
final touch to his dressed-up little person. He 
has put a white carnation, culled from the 
parlor, in his buttonhole, and your eyes grow 
misty for a moment as you hug him on your 
way downstairs; you pass, fleet-footed, to the 
room with the closed door — your hands are 
trembling, and your lips. 

You have gotten as far as the white slippers 
when your mother comes in, and Aunt Judith, 
Somehow they adjust the wonderful gown and 
your mother pins on the veil and the orange 
blossoms; her hands are steady, but her lips 
are tremulous; she does not speak to you, but 
when you are all ready she kisses you on the 
forehead, and something tells you that it is the 
kiss of renunciation! Then she leads you 
downstairs. 

At the foot your father meets you. “ Bea- 
trice,” he says gravely, “ your mother and I 
have — a gift for you — we hope that you will 
be as happy ” — he pauses to clear his throat, 
“as happy, you and Jack, as we have been.” 

He has thrust something, a paper, into your 
hand; you do not know whether it is for a 
hundred or a thousand, and you don’t care. 
Whatever it is, it stands for you as the meas- 
ure of their loving sacrifice! Through a sud- 
den mist you seek his face, but he is not look- 
ing at you. He is looking at your mother, and 
you see it, the old, forgotten bride-look, come 
back to her eyes. You know it. Oh, you know 
it! They are going back to that day which 
meant for them what this day means for you! 
And so you just say “ Daddy —” and pass on, 
to the room where Elsie and Jan are waiting. 

They meet you gay with laughter, fluttering 
about you like two nodding June roses. You 
survey them as from a great distance; the day, 
the hour, sets you apart —you are now and 
will be forever different; the Gate of Girlhood 
is still open, but you are already on the other 
side of it, and in a few minutes it will close, 
and Jan and Elsie will be back of it, until it 
opens again, some day, for them! 

From somewhere down-stairs you hear music, 
Oh — oh, they are playing “The voice that 
breathed o’er Eden”! Aunt Jean pulls you 
into line, calls excitedly for your father, and 
so, on his arm, preceded by a smiling Jan and 
a breathless Elsie, you slowly go down the 
stairs. 

You are trembling, and you are sure you are 
pale, but the strong arm steadies you, and you 
lean upon this great, big father of yours, feel- 
ing just a little girl once more. There, in the 
bay window, the minister who baptized you is 
standing, and there, too, a tall young man in 
a new frock coat and a white gardenia, who 
keeps his eyes on your face. Is it Jack, and 
are you really giving yourself to him forever? 

Your eyes, for a moment, travel mistily over 
a sea of friendly faces.. Someone, Cousin 
Mary, who is a widow, gives an articulate sob, 
and then, suddenly, you find your mother! 
She is smiling at you, the old, mother-smilé 
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you know so well, and all at once you send a 
wavering little smile back at her, as you used 
to when you were a little girl, going off to 
school! Still keeping your eyes upon her face 
as she stands there, clear-eyed and beautiful, 
you advance to Jack and place your hand in 
his — there is no longer any fear that you will 
forget, or faint, or falter! 

Together, Jack. and you repeat like little 
children all the minister tells you to say, but 
of it all, one line sings itself- over and over 
jn your consciousness, because God’s law and 
your heart are in it: “ Till death us do part!’ 

It is still sounding its sacred note when 
you turn, smiling, the ring upon your finger, 
to meet them all; these people who haye known 
you all the years of your life, and you know 
that just two things will stand out forever 
from this wonderful wedding-day, lasting 
through the years, and making it still real 
and present to you— those words and your 
mother’s kiss! The rest of it is most of all 
a dream, a dream of June — of life’s gay liv- 
ing and the heart’s glad giving. 

You walk between the standards, with Elsie 
and Jan and Jack’s best man behind, to the 
distant dining-room, and there, back of bride 
roses, you sit and cut the wedding cake, and 





wonder if every wedding is as beautiful as 
yours! And your little’ brother sits and 
watches you with a new sort of awe in his 


eyes, and once he looks at your ring and asks 
if you are “going to keep it on forever, and 
never take it off at all?” and you lean over 


to the dear little duffer, and say: “ Yes, Bob- 
bie, al — al — always!” 
And then you hurry upstairs, and into a 


little gray gown that gives you away com- 
pletely, but which you insisted upon having 
because once upon a time your mother had 
worn gray, too—and then, when somebody 
calls up that the carriage is waiting, you flut- 
ter downstairs again, the two June roses cling- 
ing to your neck, and you put your little 
eloved hand into everybody’s hand, and kiss 
all the aunts and uncles and cousins and some 
of them — the ones you like best — twice, and 
you hug Bobbie tight till he wriggles out of 
your arms, very miserable and cross because 
he wants to ery and doesn’t dare to, and last 
of all, you come to your father and mother! 

Both of them have you at one time, it 
seems, and suddenly you don’t want to go away 
at all, and all you care about in the wide, wide 
world is the outreach of your father’s arms, 
and the touch of your mother’s kiss! You 
cling to them both, desperately, while Jack 
stands by, his face pale and his eyes gravely 
troubled, and all at once you realize how good 
he is, and how dear, and how he is giving up 
his home too, and his mother and father, just 
to take you out into the dim and untried fu- 
ture, and work for you all the years of his 
life. You give your mother a last kiss and 
turn to him — 

“ Jack,” you 
dear — ” 

He puts you, very tenderly, into the coach, 
and neither of you care about the white rib- 
bons that somebody has tied to the harness, 
or the rice and confetti that are showered 
after you. It is growing dusk, and the faces 
on the front steps gleam through it; dream 
faces already, for your own are set to a new 
and wonderful world. 

‘Good-by,” you whisper, “dear ones, all of 
you, good-by —” and you lean far out, watch- 
ing them and waving your damp little hand- 
kerchief, until they fade out of view and you 
can see them no longer. You sit back, very 
still; you are not crying; you are not even 
sad; you only feel the wonder and the mys- 
tery and the strangeness of it, and the grave 
beauty of the new fact — you are married! 

Through the coach window you can smell 
the moist, damp sweetness of the earth, and 
hear the soft twitter of birds calling. Jack 
leans down, very simply, and kisses you. 

“Trixy,” he says, “do you hear them, 
birds outside? It is nesting-time! ” 

You know what he means — you know that 
you too are building a new life together, that 
shall be fair and fine and true! 

“ Jack —” you say tremblingly, “ Jack — 
isn’t it beautiful — till death us do part!” 


say steadily, “I’m ready, 


the 
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If you concur in 
every argument for 
the ‘Steinway and 
hesitate at the price, 
remember that it is 
the higher cost that 


makes all Steinway 
attributes possible. 


The 
Steinway 
Miniature 


A grand piano 


in. Made to 
retain all the 
essentials of a 
true grand. 
Price in 
Ebonized Case, 
$800. 


In Mahogany 
Case, $900. 


The name of the Stein- 
way dealer nearest you, 
together with illustrated 
literature, will be sent 
upon request and men- 
tion of this magazine. 


STEINWAY & SONS 
STEINWAY HALL 

107 and 109 East 14th Street, New York 
Subway Express Station at the Door 
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Learn how much in little the Bennett Portable is. 
| takes a i only 2x5x11 in. and weighs but 4% Ibs. 
has astand ke y board 

letters or orders that can’t be beaten for neatness. 
or pocket li Think of the convenience of hav- 
ing this typewriter always with you ready for use on the train—at 
hotels—in your iene or piece of business—anywhere. Write 

for catalog and 10 days Free trialoffer. Representatives 
0.F. BENNETT TYPEWRITER co. 366 Broadway, New York 
AG ENT Stoneman received $1,200 for one month's S$ Al ESM EN 

work, $15,000 in three years selling— 


A MODERN BATH EQUIPMENT winter $6.50 


Proven by sworn statements—investigation—any proof you want. He writes: **Best thing ever sold. 
Not one —— from 2,000 customers.” Zimmerman, Indiana Farmer, orders total $18,245 in 


Case and all 
Yet it 





















110 days, $80,000 in 9 months, 
NEW INVENTION reduces cost of modern bathing facilities from #100 to #6.50—abolishes plumb- 
ing, water works, water systems, Installed instantly, without tools, pipes, by 


pe nee Supplies any home with cleansing, 
tion, massage, shower baths. Makes bathing five-minute operation. So energizes water,. very little be 4 
does wonders. Cleanses almost ve ye — eg drudgery, annoyance, muss o lugging water, filling V.Zi : 
tubs, emptying, cleaning, putting away. G@. Chase, N. Y., writes: “Gives advantage of bath room in any R.V.Zimmerman 
part of the house.” 7 Phar, Mont.: ‘Makes a modern house or the farm." Thousands tell 

be same story of praise and satisfaction. Used by U. 8. Rpt voc oa : eget 
f LJ ha - could anything be easier, better to sell than a 
st} AGENTS, SALESMEN, MANAGERS modern bath equipment for only 66.507 
: E Think of millions who have no bathing conveniences, who would jump at the chance to modernize 
gt homes for $6.50! No wonder agents without previous experience make small fortunes. 

Cc. A. Keorstad, Minn., orders tota! 


$2,212 IN 2 WEEKS 


4 0. Siteiebee. She reniotens. sold 80 outfite first 12 hours. (Profit $8.90.) A.Wilson, 
4 2 is gs: — 02 in 14days. (Profits $278. 40.) J. mer Texas, sa peseces hours, | angdon, 

> $115 cael ‘a day. Reese, d 60 7 s 5. Sparetime gave 
Oviatt’ (Minister), Iowa, #3001 in ti day: $4. ooo to date. Kader! “These results possible 
for you at home or travelin Make $8,000 ‘this’ year. Don't hesitate—he first—get exclusive 
A modern bath equipment with 


Turns any room into a bath room with hot or cold running water. 
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rights. Previous exper ence unnecessary. What a winner! 


‘ running water, hot and cold, for $6.50, not, $100. 
oP ae }.~a FREE SAMPLE, CREDIT, LIBERAL TERMS 
Allen's Wonderful ee EE EET = RR 


but $6.50, yet does the 
cvack af thin $150.00 Bath Room. 


to active agents. Investigate by all meaus. 


ALLEN MFG. CO. 


Address postal to-day for full details. 


3360 Allen Bidg. TOLENO, OHIO 









See page 3 




















LOOK FOR NAME IN SHOE 





The Cockney 


A Snappp, aw Toe 


ng ather 


lvim ankle fit is built into 
very Florsheim Oxford— 
‘Natural Shape” lasts, 
_Hugtite” heels and 
Can’t-gap”’ insteps make 
them so. 
As sk your denies about The Florsheim 


or send amount and we will 
e our nearest dealer fill your order. 


fost : Sela $5.00 and om 00 


Our booklet, ‘‘The Shoeman,’ 
shows ‘‘A style for any taste-—a 
ht for every foot. 








Chicago, U.S. A. 


Canadian Pacific 


Offers YOU Farm 


in Sunny Alberta, Near 
ei Railway Lines 





The Florsheim Shoe Company 
h \ 





The last chance for a first selection of low-priced 
d in _ Central Alberta, near existing railway lines. 
of home seekers and shrewd investors have 

ill the former tracts offered by the Ca- 


c Railway. This new one just now 
best chance. Here you'll find American 
400,000 acres in this district were bonght 
in home-seekers during 1910. Now we offer 
idditional acres—the pick of the Province, 


heat land on the continent—where farms are 

| for with one season’s crops—where climate, 
yrtation and markets combine to build for- 

The eyes of the world are on this country. 

here by the railroad, among neighbors, 

i roads, schools and all sound social 

ire established, we offer you a farm at 

$12 to $25 an hate 


Three Ways of Buying 
Your Farm—at Your Option 


FOR INVESTMENT—O: ixth cash, bal: in 
five equal annual installments. 
DEVELOPMENT BY SET TLER- ~One-tenth cash, 
balance in nine 
CROP PAYMENT PLAN in partnership C= Ca- 
pass an Pacific Railway ash, b: by 


he 
ent-NO CROP—NO PAY. 














k of it! Such an offer of the choicest of 
ast Best West.”” The gate is unlocked to the 
t tract of virgin land in sunny Alberta. 
previously sold are making fortunes for Amer- 
ih o realize that Western Canada is the 

af wheat supply for the United States. 


Write tie Free Book NOW 


t come—first served ; earliest arrival—biggest 

uickest results. Write quick for ‘ Alberta 

Book ‘'—and all the facts about this land of home 
Address 


J. S. Dennis, Manager, Alberta Land Dept. 


CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY 
223 9th Ave., West, Calgary, Alberta, Can. 
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Do You Know 


the Food Value of 
Peanut Butter 


Do you appreciate what a wholesome and 
nutritious food Peanut Butter is? Do you 
realize how many ways it can be used to give 
variety to the home menu? 


Peanut Butter contains more food value than | 
the best roast beef, and is a thorough delight 
to the taste when used for sandwiches and 
luncheon dishes. 


Heinz Peanut Butter will give you a new idea 
of how good Peanut Butter can be. It is | 
smooth, rich and appetizing, with all the flavor 
of fresh roasted nuts. Like all the 57 Varieties, | 


HEINZ 


Peanut Butter 


is made in clean surroundings, by 
accurate methods. Only the finest 
selected peanuts are used. They are 
uniformly roasted, thoroughly 
oroundandsalted inexact proportion. 








It is packed into jars directly from the 
grinder, preserving its fresh, nutty 
flavor until served on your table. 


Each package of Heinz Peanut Butter is 
a trial package. You may try it at our 
risk, and your grocer will return the full 
purchase price if you are not pleased. 





Fo Make Heinz Peanut Butter Fudge 


ups confectioner’s sugar; % cup sweet milk; 2 heaping tablespoons 
einz Peanut Butter. Boil five (5) minutes exactly; remove from fire 
od stir until it thickens; pour into buttered platter and cut into squares. 











H. J. HEINZ COMPANY 


57 ivainacam Pure Food Products—the kind that do not 
contain Benzoate of Soda. 
Distributing Branches and Agencies throughout the World. 
Member of Association for the Promotion of Purity in Foods. 
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Gets Them All 


—quail, duck, deer or bear— 
anything you'd be apt to meet ir 
along day’s hunt. The only all- 
around gun. Used by thousands 
of sportsmen in the U. S. and for- 
eign countries. 


MARBLES 


shoots .22in upper barrel and .44 (shot or 
ball) in lower barrel. Barrels 12, 15 or 18 in- 
ches long. You are not compelled to 
mutilate small game or “‘pepper” 
vainly at large game. You have 


Two Guns in One 


and are equipped for both. 
You always have the “‘other’”’ 
gun. Stock adjusts to any 
drop or folds up for insertion 
into holster. 

ASK YOUR DEALER. Sample Nitro-Solvent 
Oil for his name. Send for catalog of 
Marble’s 60 “Outing” Specialties. 

MARBLE ARMS & MFG. CO. 
601 Delta Ave. Gladstone, Mich. 


Successor to Marble Safety Axe Co. 














Stock 
Solds. 









Holster 


Sur- 
| nished. 


EASY TO BUY $72¢own and 
$10a month 

Our monthly payment plan makes it 
easy for anyone to have the best heating 
system Buy direct and save the dealer’s 
big profits and excessive charges for instal- 
lation and repairs. Saves one-third the cost. 


JAHANT Down Draft FURNACE 


For residences, schools, hotels, churches, e 

Sold Under a Binding “Guaranty Bend” a 
give perfect satisfaction after 365 days’ use or 
money refunded. Wesend 
complete outfit—furna 
registers, pipes, speci 
blue print plans, full di- 
rections and all tools for 
installing. So easy to in- 
stall a boy can do it. 

OUR FREE CATALOG 
Explains the patented 
Down Draft System fully 
and tells why it gives 
more heat and saves half 
the cost of fuel. Write 
for it now. 


The Jahant Heating Co. 


10 Mill St., AKRON, 0. 
























































GNORANCE of the laws of self and 
sex will not excuse infraction of Na- 
ture’s decree. The knowledge vital to a 
happy, successful life has been collected 
in * SEXOLOGY.” 


A Book for Every Home 


(lilustrated) 
By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D. 
It contains in ore volume: 
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 
tt Knowledge a Father Should Have. 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son. 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 
Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 





* Sexology ” is endorsed, and is in the libraries of the heads 
of our government, and the most eminent physicians, preachers, 
professors and lawyers throughout the country. 

All in one volume. flustrated, $2 postpaid 
Write for “Other People’s Opinions” and Table of Contents. 








You Don’t Know Discomfort 
When You Wear B. V. D. 


HETHER you walk or work, stay in town or go away, lounge or even 

dance in ‘‘stuffy’’ rooms, keep cool and comfortable in Loose Fitting 
B. V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts, Knee Length Drawers and Union Suits. 
The heat of summer days and the sultriness of summer nights are /e/t /east 
in these ose fitting garments made from /ight woven fabrics, soft to the skin. 
This right-idea underwear not only cools your body, but calms your mind and 
mood. Trifles, magnified into troubles by summer heat and fret, cease to vex you. 


This Red Woven Label 








(Trade Mark Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. and 
Foreign Countries.) 

is sewed on every B. V. D. Undergar- 
ment. Take vo undergarment without it. 
Get our booklet, ‘‘Cool as a Sea Breeze” 
and get cool. It's free, if you'll write! 
B. V. D. Union Suits (Pat. 4/30/07) $1.00, $1.50, 
$2.00, $3.00 and $5.00 a suit. 

B. V. D. Coat Cut Undershirts and Knee 
Length Drawers, 50c, 75c, $1.00 and $1.50 a 
garment. " 


The B. V. D. Company, 
65 Worth St., New York. 


London Selling Agency, 
66, Aldermanbury, E. C. 














PURITAN PUB. CO., 768 Perry Bidg., PHILA., PA. 










FOR AUTOMOBILES 
Lubricates : Burns Cleanly. 

Write for Booklet. **The Common Sense 

\ of Automobile Lubrication” 





HAVO) OIL 5 
Main Office, 129 William Street, 
New York City. 

Western Office 
Cincinnati, Ohio 





‘AlPDealers 


San Fi i 
ao 


° 
WANTED: 5000 Squabs Daily 
by only one N. Y. commission firm. See what they 
say in National Squab Magazine (monthly), spec- 
imen copy trom us Ten Cents. Read also in our big 
1911 Free Book how to make money breeding squabs, 
how to get $6 a doz., how to start small and grow big. 
Plymouth Rock Squab Co., 147 Howard St., Melrose, Mass. 





“‘Home-Making, the New Profession” 


Is a 70-page hand-book—it’s FREE. Home study domestic science 
courses, For home-makers, teachers, and for well-paid positions 
American School of Home Economics, 536 W. 69th Street, Chicago, III. 











Ottawa—the City of Opportunities 










Maximum Production ae ea So Minimum Expense 
Cheapest Power in — oe ft ghee 4 ee. Vi a aa Success 
Canada a — Assured 
One 
Population New and 


4,100,000 Paying Industry 


in 300-[lile Radius of Every 30 Days 
Ottawa, Canada in 1910 


Conservative Manufacturers, Capitalists, Financiers find that Ottawa, Canada, with its advan- 
tageous and economic facilities for manufacturing and distributing, offers the best investment obtainable. 
Nearly every class of labor is available, especially efficient female help. Cost of living low; 
charming and healthful home city. For full particulars write to 


Dept. S-3. HERBERT W. BAKER, Commissioner, Publicity and Industrial Bureau 
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“| MADE $20 TO-DAY” 


(8 This Week (Profit $84.00), Writes M. G. Clark, Mont. 


“WOMEN BUY AT SIGHT” 


“Started yesterday: Sold 10, and me | 
SCRUE 12 more. It’s a gold mine. Rush 50 

' more,” writes J. H. Hodson, N.Y. Hun- 
dreds of men and women making 


$50 TO $100 A WEEK 


—actually making a week’s wages every 
day. They’re banking money, buying 
homes, automobiles. New discovery 
makes it easy for them—should do the 
same for you. Tremendous sale of the 


“HOME COMFORT” SCRUBBING 
AND FLOOR DRYING MACHINE 


! breaks all records. New, popular, irre- 

/*\ sistible—double your money every sale. 
Every housewife a customer. World’s 
greatest labor-saving invention. No 
4 ~<{ more back-breaking scrubbing and 
\ floor cleaning days. New marvelous 
machine replaces hands, old - style 
f |.) brushes, unsanitary rags and hand-dis- 
figuring mops. Vibration does the 

work. Scrubs, dries floors, cleans, 
brightens—removes dirt, grease, stains, 
germs—works like magic. A God-send to 

women. Self-feeding, self-emptying, 

bad 4 self-sudsing. Turns scrubbing and 

| Som floor cleaning drudgery into neat, 

AN easy, quick, pleasant task. 

\ \\ Child can do it the Home Com- 
' A fort way. Weighs 7 pounds. Sells 
\ NS \e2A for $3.50—lasts for years. Not 
\ sold in stores. Home Com- 

















WA Wafort is truly a never-ending 
\ A household boon. Pleases, as- 
\ \\ tonishes all. Customers 

‘ = wonder how they ever 

<< ——"got along without it. 


~~" Mrs.Harris,Il.,writes: 


= cy oe “Home Comfort has 
been a God-send. It's so 





Se 


— to scrub and 

— rlean. Really wonder- 

k it works.” Mrs. H. Cole, N. ¥., writes: “Iam 
ed. Robs scrubbing and floor cleaning of all its 
i takes —— time. Can clean dirtiest floors with 
ffort.”” . Barnes, 8S. C., writes: ‘“No other inven- 
> much Ns the home. I am booking orders like 


takes every woman by storm.” What woman hasn't 
iting for the Scrubbing and Floor Cleaning Ma- 
perfected—selling like wildfire. Sells for $3.50 
ver woman’s worst torture. Could anything be 
opular, irresistible? Don’t delay—seize this 
> first —get exclusive ee al 

i to-day for agency, free sample and credit 
LRY SUPPLY CO., Box 297, Sta. F, TOLEDO, ‘OHIO 


$1328 


FREIGHT 


Solid Oak \" 


(Golden or Weathered) 


LETTER FILE 


Files 20,000 Papers 


Drawers rol/on roller bearings. Adjustable 
w blocks hold papers vertically for - 
asy reference. Constructed entirely 

d Oak— mechanically perfect. Practic- 

all indestructible, Hai y f H 

tches finest office furnishings. Birch! 
$14.50. Ask your dealer. 

FREE Oatalog “D”—64 pages of filing and 

ving offiee devices, Booklet “Filing 
Suggestions” solves your filing problems, 

Catalog **E” shows handsome, inexpensive 

al Bookcases (two styles). 
FREIGHT PAID East of Mont., Wyo.,Cole., 
end Texas. Consistently low prices beyond, 


» 2, 2 * 
The Sfris Manufacturing Co. 
Union Street, MONROE, MIOH. 
New York Office—10$ Fulton Street, 











Make a Motor Boat of Any 


Boat in Five Minutes 


TT re 
You can do it with the Waterman 
Out Board Motor, which you can 
quickly attach (and detach) to the 
stern of any skiff, rowboat, dinghy, 
punt, sail boat and have a good 
motor boat. It is not a_ toy, 
but a reliable 2 H. P. Marine Motor 
that will drive an 18-ft. rowboat 7 
miles an hour, 4 hours on one gallon 
of gasoline. Simplest motor made. 
Weight 4olbs. Six years’ successful 
results behind it. Canoe and larger 
motors—light weight models K and 
B—life guarantee. 


WATERMAN MARINE MOTOR CO. 
1516 Fort Street, West, DETROIT, MICH., U. S. A. " 


JEWELKY CLEANSER 
Bl RKART” S AND POLISHER 
~ E \ new and simple method of cleaning and 
polishing jewelry in the most effective man- 
ner. Excellent for a gift or remembrance. 
Will last a lifetime. Every woman needs 
one. Sent anywhere id for 50c. 
Agents wanted everywhere. Write for particulars 


J. L. BURKART 
160 Central Bldg. ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
































WANT THIS SUIT? 


amples to three of your friends, take two 
y and make profit enough to get this swell 
tfree. No trouble, simply show our new 
samples. Everybody surprised, prices so 
beautiful, orders come easy. We pay the 
express and eu arantee perfect fit or nosale. Our 
gents make $5 to $10 aday. Write quick and get 
nd agents’ outfit free; everything explained, ' 
al i — le price on a suit for yourself. It’s a 
nee 


BANNER + ‘AILORING CO., Dept. 5, CHICAGO | 






































PNEUMATIC CLEANERS 


(Licensed under the basic patents) 

Now is the time when a vacuum cleaner 
is most needed in every home. 

With a Regina Pneumatic Cleaner— 
hand operated or electric—you can quickly 
remove all accumulated dirt, dust, moth eggs 
and germs, and keep your home clean and 
sanitary during the hot weather. 

Reginas operate with double suction 
pumps. Twice as efficient as ordinary 
kinds. Easiest to use. Light, powerful, inex- 
pensive. Fully guaranteed. Inquire of dealers 


or write us for particulars. 
r interesting 


“THE MAGIC WAND” 


beautifully illustrated in color presents 
the cleaning problem in an original and 
fascinating manner. Mailed on request. 


THE REGINA COMPANY 


Marbridge Bldg. 
Cor. sah St. and Broadway, New York 
213 Wabash Ave., Chicago 


White Fros 


Refrigerators 
The delight of the housewife, be- 


cause so perfectly sanitary, con- 
venient, economical. Made entire- 
ly of metal. Enameled spotless white 
inside and outside. Revolving 
removable shelves. Entire inside 
can be taken out, cleansed and repla 
in two minutes. Round in shape, 
there are no nasty corners, or cracks, 
for dirt and germs to lodge. Re- 
wy" scientifically perfect, 


a cool dry temperature 
ome little i ice. Hendeament 


and best Refrigerator in the 
world. Six years’ success. 
not handle we 


dealer 
will sell at trade discount, 

















FREE Let me send you a re- 
markable treatment for 
Baldness, Dandruff, Gray Hair, 
etc., at my own expense. It will 
surprise and delight you. Write 
to-day to 

WM. CHAS. KEENE, President 
LORRIMER INSTITUTE 
Dept. 2995, Baltimore, Md. 







Abselutely safe. Makes and burns its 

oe 500 candle power ine 

o shadow. Costs 2 cents per 

week. Ro smoke, grease, nor odor, Over 

200 styles. ant, lamp warranted. Agents, 
wanted. ‘or catalog. 


THE BEST LIGHT CO. 
76 E. Sth St., Canton, O.\ 











ADD OR SUBTRACT—QUICK! 
The Bassett $1.00 Adder insures rapid 
and accurate calculations in addition and 
subtraction. An invaluable aid to every 
business man.Simple to operate. Capacity 
| $999,999.99. Durably made. Quickly resets 
li to zero. Sent prepaid for $1.00. Mone 

returned if not as represented. 

new offer to agents. 


4. i. BASSETT & CO., Dept. 80, 5921 Indiana Avenue, Chicago, Ill. 
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SUCCESS 


GIVES 
LIGHT 


That Makes Evenings a 
Pleasure to the : 
This 14 candle power lamp is the most 
convenient lamp made for Cam: 
Hunters and Anglers. Fulfills every 
lighting requirement. In the camp—in the woods—or o: 
the water. Projects a bright white light 150 feet. The 


BALDWIN CAMP LAMP 
can be worn on cap or belt, leaving both hands free. Burns acety. 
lene gas. 25 cents’ worth of carbide gives fifty 
hours’ light. Smokeless, greaseless and abso. 
lutely enfe. Every lamp guaranteed, 3% 
inches high. Wel ight, 5 ounces. 
For sale at leading Hardware and Sport- 
ing Goods Dealers’, — pre — 
receipt of regular price, @ $1.00 
Write to-day, giving your dealer’ 's name and ad- 
dress, and we willmail illustrated booklet FREE 
INS 


New York 


FREE FARMS IN CANADA 


Independence And Quick Wealth For 
Those Who Act At Once. 

The Grand Trunk Pacific Railway has opened for settle- 
ment 1,000 miles of the World’s be gre Farming Country, 
where a single crop often + gheng costs of the farm. 

Much of this excellent land can be obtained through the 
liberal homestead laws of Canada. More can be purchased at 
a low cost per acre. 

This is the last large area ready for the plow upon the 
continent open for settlement. 

This land will soon be worth from $100 to $200 per acre 
in = open market, thus multiplying your money while the 
soil annually piles u rong its from wheat, potatoes, 


vegetables, onio ‘a, field peas, timothy 
barley and flax. write { rite to- “~ for’ the beautifully illustrated 
free book, “Farming Soci on . in Western 
Canada.” It tells the story of a fortune for 

A recent Home Seekers’ Excursion under the direction of 
this Railway carried 189 persons, of whom 185 remained and 
settled. Advantages here are too many and desirable to be 
ignored—ideal climate, schools, churches, cash markets and 
transportation excellent, soil unsurpassed. 


Ben. the Grand Trunk Pacific way help you to independ. 
Address W. P. Hinton, General Passenger Agent, Grand 


Trunk eg Lene Room 34, Union Station, Winnipeg, 
Manitoba, Can 


AGENTS $30 to $65 


ringing Mop 


JOHN 
6 Franklin Street 














Heaviest and strongest built, 
easiest to push. Cleans thoroughly. 
TET Sells in every home and office. No 
. talking necessary. ee age and 
janitors delighted. "You should sell 100 mops a week. 1004 Profit 
Write for terms. This is a money-maker. We want a 

Agents in every County. Free sample to workers. 


M. THOMAS MFG. CO., 8070 Wayne St., DAYTON, OHIO 


ew ee a oe ee 

AT WHOLESALE 

Agents’ Price One 
RICA 





Motorcycle or Bicycle 
We give 80 Days’ Free and Prepay the Freight. Write I 
for our introducing offer and catalog and say whether you 
want Motorcycle or Bicycle. Do it now. 
AMERICAN MOTOR CYCLE CO., 896 American Bldg., CHICAGO 











Just poy tae three million pores in body 
i * Thermal Bath. It takes only 








placed any where, ate 

tracts and kills all flies. 
Neat, clean, ornamental, con- 
venient, cheap. Lasts all 
season. Made of metal. Can- 
not spill or tip over, = not 
soil or injure anything. Guar- 
anteed effective. Of all 
dealers or sent prepaid for 
20 cents. 

HAROLD SOMERS 

150 De Kalb Ave.. Brooklyn, N. ¥. 


GET PARTICULARS 


of the new $25 Sterling Typewriter. Complete in every detail. Universal 
key-board, two-color writing, light weight, interchangeable languages, 
and guaranteed yy For the office, library, traveler and everybody. 

None better at TERE Good contracts for 290 Broadway Tesponsible 
representatives. RLING SALES CO., 299 


All persons afflicted with a shortened m3 weak 
limb should write at once for our booklet “S.”’ The 
Pittsburg Orthopedic Company, the rset manu- 


facturers of deformity appliances in the world. 
SEFORE 635 Liberty Street, Pittsburg, Pa. 


pte ie is the only way to 

make big money on little capital. 
One acre is worth $25,000 and 
yields more revenue than a 100- 


acre farm, with much less work and worry. ay me show you 
how to increase your annual income $500 to $5,000. WRITE 
NOW. T. H. SU IN, 606 Sherwood Avenue, Louisvil Louisville, Ky. 


PRINT FOR R YOURSELF 
Circular, Book, News’ Press 

OF Sane Ene moter 

on ESS CO. Me ‘aper. 

THE eriden, Connecticut 

















DAISY FLY KILLE 
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MAGAZINE 


Accounting 
Every Business Man 
Should Know 


By E. E. GARRISON, President The National 
Post Company 


Published by Doubleday, Page & Co. 


@Do you know how to 
read a balance sheet prop- 
erly? Few business men do 


If you will read ‘Accounting Every Business Man 
Should Know,” you will understand what it is all 
about and probably revise your present one. The 
book has been well reviewed. 


“The writer has had wide experience in handling the 
problems of which he treats; his work has not been 
confined to a single business, but has extended to a 
diversity of enterprises. . . . Consequently, he is well 
calculated to speak with authority. Beginning with 
the most elementary transactions and the most funda- 
mental principles, he proceeds to discuss, among other 
topics, the complicated ledger system, valuation and 
reserves, department costs, and the devising of account- 
ing systems to suit the peculiar characteristics of partic- 
ular businesses. The various chapters are concise and 
to the point.” —The Nation. 


Valuable Text-Book 


‘To the man who is content to allow his bookkeeper 
to account for the details of his business and considers 
that he has gained sufficient knowledge of his affairs 
from his balance sheet, ‘Accounting Every Business 
Man Should Know’ will prove a revelation, as well as a 
valuable aid and textbook.” —The Wall Street Journal. 


The Informed and Uninformed 


“The best informed business man could scarcely read 
this book and not learn something, and the uninformed 
man ought not to get along without it.”—J/nsurance 
and Commercial. 


Reducing Business Failures 


“If the suggestions contained in this book were 
generally adopted, they would be a mighty factor in 
teducing the number of failures and business embarrass- 
ments.” —Boot and Shoe Recorder. 


Solves Intricate Problems 


“Many large business concerns have received inesti- 
mable benefit from his services, and under his guidance 
have solved intricate problems of organization.”— 
Journal and Courier, New Haven, Conn. 


Its Purpose 


‘The author’s intimate acquaintance with his subject, 
combined with a happy faculty of expression, has 
enabled him to really present a book that ‘every busi- 
ness man should know.’ Its purpose, to which it lives 
up, is ‘ to explain away the obscurity which frequently 
hides the real values and purpose of accounting.’”— 
American Machinist. 


Interesting Reading 


“A little treatise which—singular as it may seem—is 
interesting reading, apart from its value as a text-book. 
Any man of business who would emancipate himself 
from thraldom to his bookkeeper—without muddling 
his books by ignorant authority—can do so with Mr. 
Garrison’s assistance.”—New York Times. 


Warmly Recommended 


“We warmly recommend this volume -to all those 
business men who are overconfident of their ability to 
watch a large enterprise and to direct it in all its details. 
They will gain from its pages some greatly needed 
light.” —Boston Herald. 


Net, $1.20. (Add postage, 12 cts.) 
Order from Pe 9 
The National Post Company 


29 East 22d Street New York 


LEARN TO WRITE EARN $25 to $100 
ADV ERTISEMENTS 
L 





A WEEK 


We can oe | show yen by mail HOW TO INCREASE YOUR 
SALARY. Book mailed free. PAGE-DAVIS, Dept. 34, Chicago, Ill. 
LEARN JEWELERS’ ENGRAVING 
A high salaried and easily learned trade, taught thoroughly by mail, We will teach the be 
ginner better wing than he can gain in years of rigid apprenticeship. We will also im- 
Prove the skill of any engraver. Send for our catalog. 
THE ENGRAVING SCHOOL, 34 Page Bidg., Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
oO U CAN WRITE A SHORT STORY. Beginners 
learn thoroughly under our perfect method ; many sell 
their stories before completing the course. We help those 
ant to sell their stories. Wri 


te for particulars. 
Sehool of Short-8tory Writing, Dept. 34 


Page Bullding, Chieago 
[BE AW ILLUSTRATOR. Learntodraw. Wewill teach you 
by mail how to draw for wees yy 
Magazines and newspapers Chicago, Ill. 
Send for Catalog. 
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WHY MAN 
IS ONLY 50 PER 


55 
OF TODAY 
CENT. EFFICIENT 


By WALTER WALGROVE 


If one were to form an opinion from the 
number of helpful, inspiring and informing 
articles one sees in the public. press and 
magazines, the purpose of which is to increase 
our efficiency, he must believe that the entire 
American Nation is striving for such an end— 

And this is so. 

The American Man because the race is 
swifter every day: competition is keener and 
the stronger the man the greater his capacity 
to win. The stronger the man the stronger 
his will and brain, and the greater his ability 
to match wits and win. The greater his con- 
fidence in himself the greater the confidence 
of other people in him: the keener his wit and 
the clearer his brain. 

The American Woman because she must be 
competent to rear and manage the family and 
home, and take all the thought and responsi- 
bility from the shoulders of the man whose 
present-day business burdens are all that he 
can carry. 

Now what are we doing to secure that 
efficiency? Much mentally, some of us much 
physically, but what is the trouble? 

We are not really efficient more than half 
the time. Half the time blue and worried— 
all the time nervous—some of the time really 
incapacitated by illness. 

There is a reason for this—a practical rea- 
son, one that has been known to physicians 
for quite a period and will be known to the 
entire World ere long. 

That reason is that the human system does 
not, and will not, rid itself of all the waste 
which it accumulates under our present mode 
of living. No matter how regular we are, the 
food we eat and the sedentary lives we live 
(even though we do get some exercise) make 
it impossible; just as impossible as it is for 
the grate of a stove to rid itself of clinkers. 

And the waste does to us exactly what the 
clinkers do to the stove; make the fire burn 
low and inefficiently until enough clinkers 
have accumulated, and then prevent its burn- 
ing at all. 

It has been our habit, after this waste has 
reduced our efficiency about 75 per cent., to 
drug ourselves; or after we have become 100 
per cent. inefficient through illness, to still fur- 
ther attempt to rid ourselves of it in the same 
way—by drugging. 

If a clock is not cleaned once in a while 
it clogs up and stops; the same way with an 
engine because of the residue which it, itself, 
accumulates. To clean the clock, you would 
not put acid on the parts, though you could 
probably find one that would do the work, nor 
to clean the engine would you force a cleaner 
through it that would injure its parts; yet that 
is the process you employ when you drug the 
system to rid it of waste. 

You would clean your clock and engine with 
a harmless cleanser that Nature has provided, 
and you can do exactly the same for yourself 
as I will demonstrate before I conclude. 

The reason that a physician’s first step in 
illness is to purge the system is that no medi- 
cine can take effect nor can the system work 
properly while the colon (large intestine) is 
clogged up. If the colon were not clogged up 
the chances are 10 to 1 that you would not have 
been ill at all. 

It may take some time for the clogging 
process to reach the stage where it produces 
real illness but, no matter how long it takes, 
while it is going on the functions are«not 
working so as to keep us up to “ concert pitch.” 
Our livers are sluggish, we are dull and heavy 
—slight or severe headaches, come on—our 
sleep does not rest us—in short, we are about 
50 per cent. efficient. 

And if this condition progresses to where 
real illness develops, it is impossible to tell 
what form that illness will take, because— 

The blood is constantly circulating through 
the colon and, taking up by absorption the 


poisons in the waste which it contains, it 
distributes them throughout the system and 
weakens it so that we are subject to whatever 
disease is most prevalent. 

The naturé of the illness depends on our 
own little weaknesses and what we are the 
least able to resist. 

These facts are all scientifically correct in 
every particular, and it has often surprised me 
that they are not more generally known and 
appreciated. All we have to do is to consider 
the treatment that we have received in illness 
to realize fully how it developed, and the meth- 
ods used to remove it. 

So you see that not only is accumulated 
waste directly and constantly pulling down 
our efficiency by making our blood poor and 
our intellect dull—our spirits low and our am- 
bitions weak, but it is responsible through its 
weakening and infecting processes for a list 
of illnesses that if catalogued here would seem 
almost unbelievable. 

It is the direct and immediate cause of that 
very expensive and dangerous complaint — 
appendicitis. 

If we can successfully eliminate the waste 
all our functions work properly and in accord 
— there are no poisons being taken up by the 
blood, so it is pure and imparts strength to 
every part of the body instead of weakness — 
there 1s nothing to clog up the system: and 
make us bilious, dull and nervously fearful. 

With everything working in perfect accord 
and without obstruction, our brains are clear, 
our entire physical being is competent to re- 
spond quickly to every requirement, and we 
are 100 per cent. efficient. 

Now this waste that I speak of cannot be 
thoroughly removed by drugs, but even if it 
could the effect of these drugs on the functions 
is very unnatural, and if continued becomes 
a periodical necessity. 

Note the opinions on drugging of two emi- 
nent physicians: 

Prof. Alonzo Clark, M. D., of the New 
York College of Physicians and Surgeons, 
says: “ All of our curative agents are poisons, 
and as a consequence, every dose diminishes 
the patient’s vitality.” 

Prof. Joseph M. Smith, M. D., of the same 
school, says, “ All medicines which enter the 
circulation poison the-blood in the same man- 
ner as do the poisons that produce disease.” 

Now, the internal organism can be kept as 
sweet and pure and clean as the external and 
by the same natural, sane method — bathing. 
By the proper system warm water can be in- 
troduced so that the colon is perfectly cleansed 
and kept pure, 

There is no violence in this process —it 
seems to be just as normal and natural as 
washing one’s hands. 

Physicians are taking it up more widely and 
generally every day, and it seems as though 
everyone should be informed thoroughly on a 
practice which, though so rational and simple, 
is revolutionary in its accomplishments. 

This is rather a delicate subject to write of 
exhaustively in the public press, but Chas. A. 
Tyrrell, M. D., has prepared an interesting 
treatise on “ Why Man of Today Is Only 50% 
Efficient,” ~-!*ich treats the subject very ex- 
haustively, and which he will send without 
cost to any one addressing him at 134 West 
65th Street, New York, and mentioning that 
they have read this advertisement in Success 
MAGAZINE. 

Personally, I am enthusiastic on Internal 
Bathing because I have seen what it has done 
in illness as well as in health, and I believe 
that every person who wishes to keep in as 
near a perfect condition as is humanly possible 
should at least be informed on this subject; he 
will also probably learn something about him- 
self which he has never known through read- 
ing the little book to which I refer. 


See page 3 








LEARN PIANO TUNING AT HOME by the aid of the TUNE- 
A 4 Profession that can be converted into money at any 
t lace in the civilized world at an hour’s notice. Earn 
¥ $15.00 per day. Valuable illustrated book FREE. Write 
NILES BRYANT SCHOOL OF PIANO TUNING,GO Music Hall,Battle Creek, Mich. 


AKEEPIR TAUGHT BY MAIL 


IN TER LESSONS 
AT HOME DURING_SPARE TIME 
EARN $75 TO $150 
A Month—Short Work 
Few hours weekly completescourse. Diploma 
given. Send for our free booklet, the «Key to 
Success,’’ and special offer to student in each 
who will renresent our sch 


town 
LINCOLN COMMERCIAL SCHOOL, 635 NASBY BLOG., TOLEDO, 6. 


COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let me see what you can do withit. You 
can earn $20.00 to $125.00 or more per week as 
illustrator or cartoonist. ay practical sys- 
tem of personal individual lessons by mail 
will develop your talent. Fifteen years’ suc- 
cessful work for newspapers and magazines 
qualifies me to teach you. Send me your sketch 
of President Taft with 6c. instampsand I wil! 
send you a test jesson plate, also collection of 
drawings showing possibilities for YOU. 


THE LANDON SCHOOL of tlustrating. ang 


1431 Schofield Bidg., Cleveland, Ohio 





































i \ 
WANTED in every county to sell the 
A E Transparent Handle Pocket Knife. 
Big commission paid. From $75 to 8300 


ieee a month can be made, Write for terms. 
NOVELTY CUTLERY CO., No. 53 Bar St., Canten, Ohio 





Prepares for the bar. Three 
giving rules for admission to the bar of the several states. 


STUDY _ Hligh-Grade 
Courses ; College, Post Grad- 
pondence School of Law 


L A Instruction by 
uate and Business Law. Nine- 
544 Reaper Block, Chicago ae 


Correspondence 
teenth year. Classesbegin each month. Send for catalog 


STAMMERING 


Cured to Stay Cured by the REED Method. Most 
complete, systematic and successful method ever devised. 
Scientific and educational course of instruction. NATURAL 
SPEECH TAUGHT. No beating time, drawling or other 
tricks. Endorsed by best authorities. Special summer 
classes for children. Trial week free. Address 


REED SCHOOL, 385 Hubbard Ave., Detroit, Mich. 


LEARN A TRADE 


Steady work if you learn one of these skilled trades— 
} Electrical Work, Plumbing, Bricklaying, Paint- 
fing and Decorating, by our ical instruction. 


We help graduates 

to psitions. Easy payments. Low living ex 

We now exclusively occupy $100,000 building. . Write 

me for full particulars FREE. L. L. Cooke, Director. 
COYNE NATIONAL TRADE SCHOOLS 

48 E. Miinois Street Chieago, Il, 
“Oldest and Largest Institution of the Kind” 


vou STAMMER 


Attend no stammering school till you get my large FREE 
book and special rate. Largest and best school in the world 
curin7 by natural method. Write today. Lee Wells Millard, Pres., 
Worth-Western Schoo! for Stammerers, Inc., 922 First St., Milwaukee, Wis. 



















Robert Louis Stevenson 
In Nine Volumes 





unparalleled masterpieces. 
il maturity alike. 


rly the table of contents opposite. 





Ye the books you have,five days in which to examine, test 
ey < ? and make sure that you are thoroughly satisfied with them, before you pay a 
ee. + single penny. If they are not exactly what you expect, you agree to return them a¢ 
“Ge % our expense. You are the only judge, and must be thoroughly satisfied. But 





121 Novels, Poems, Essays, Stories. Nine 
Big Volumes. 
Perfect Type on White, Opaque, Wove 
Paper. 
Cloth, Titles in Real Gold Leaf. 


. is celebrated the world over as the author of ‘‘ Treas- 
Robert Louis Stevenson ure Island,’’ ‘‘ Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde’’ and 
Each story and novel delights expectant youth and 
These things you know. 
some illustrated motto or verse from this master’s pen. 


These Nine Volumes handsomely bound in red wove 
cloth, with titles in real gold leaf, 


ntain the writings that made Stevenson so justly famous. One 
ndred and twenty-one novels, essays, poems and stories are in- 
ided, and each volume is richly illustrated with a photograph of Ballantrae 
tevenson at some stage of his romantic career. 


- To secure—F REE —this splendid nine- 
Our Free Offer : volume Medallion Edition of Robert 


|.ouis Stevenson’s Works, you need merely forward your subscription 
to COSMOPOLITAN for the next two years. ‘* The Common Law,” the 
rreat serial by Robert W. Chambers, and other splendid features by 
Charles Belmont Davis, General Nelson A. Miles, Charles Edward 
Russell and other celebrities, are all to be found in the current number. 

s is but ove sample of the ¢wenty-four big issues you will receive, 

in addition to the nine volumes of Stevenson’s masterpieces. 


9 of money: merely sign the 
Don’t Send One Cent coupon all iad to us 
lay. The nine-volume Medallion Edition of the works of 
VY Robert Louis Stevenson will be expressed to you at once and 
you will also be promptly entered to receive a two-years’ sub- 

scription to COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE. 


if you decide to retain them—as you undoubtedly will—you need merely 
forward us only $3.60 for a two-years’ subscription to COSMOPOLITAN and 
the books then become your property, wholly in addition to the maga- 
zine itself. The twenty-four issues of a two-years’ subscription would 
in themselves cost you just $3.60, if purchased at the news-stand, so 
that in this free offer you secure the books practically for noth- 
4°O ing. It doésn’t cost you a penny toexamine the books, Be 
sure to fill out the coupon and mail it to us to-day. 


FREE 


Printed from New and 


Handsomely Bound in Red 


Scarcely an American home but con- 








Contents of the Set 


VOL. I—Treasure Island 
VOL. Il—The Master of 





Please note par- 


VOL. IlI—Kidnapped 
VOL. VI—Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde 
The Merry Men 
VOL. V—The New 
[Arabian Nights 
VOL. VI—Travels with 
a Donkey 
An Inland Voyage 
VOL. VIl—Virginibus 
Puerisque 
VOL. VIII—Familiar 
Studies 
VOL. IX—A Child’s Gar- 
den of Verses 


Underwoods 


After you receive 








Cosmopolitan Magazine 
Room 69, 381 4th Ave., New York City 
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SUCCESS 


Is There a Rube On 


Your Town Base- 
ball Team? 


READ 

“The Rube’s Nutty Nine.’’ 
“The Rube’s Waterloo.’’ 
“The Rube’s Honeymoon.’’ 
“The Rube’s Pennant.’’ 
“The Rube Breaks Into 

Fast Company.’’ 
A series of baseball «stories, by: 
Zane Grey, now appearing in. 


The National Post, published: 
every fortnight. | 
a 9 059 Word 
Business Book Free 








Simply send us a 
word Business Booklet which tells how priceless Business 
Experience, squeezed from the lives of 112 big, broad, brainy ’ 


tal and ask for our free illustrated 9,059 


business men may be made yours—yours to boost your 
salary, to increase your profits. This booklet deals with 
—How to manage a business 
—How to sell goods 
—How to get money by mail 
—How to buy at rock-bottom 
—How to collect money 
—How to stop cost leaks 
—How to train and handle men 
—How to get and hold a position 
—How to advertise a business ¥ 
. . —How to devise office methods » 
Sending for this free book binds you to nothing, involves you in not, 
obligation; yet it may be the means of starting you on a broader 
career. Surely re would not deny yourself this privilege, when it 
involves only the risk of a postal—a penny! Simply say “Send 
on your 9,059-word Booklet.” Send to . ; 


SYSTEM, Dept. 35-6, 151-153 Wabash Avenue, Chicago 


STUDY DRAFTING 


Or Engineering. Big field offering un- 
limited opportunities for ambitious 
young men. Short courses—low rates 
of tuition. rng and evening classes. 
Connected with best engineering firms. 
Students assisted to obtain employment 
while attending classes. Write at once . 
for full information. 


CHICAGO TECHNICAL COLLEGE 
608 Athanaeum Building, Chicago, Ill, 


_SUCCESS SHORTHAND §& 


is written by Clyde H. Marshall, 
world’s champion shorthand writer, 
and is taught in good schools every- 
where. Learn Success Shorthand at 

our nearest school or by mail from us. 

‘or beginners and stenographers. 

Catalogue free. , 

SUCCESS SHORTHAND SCHOOL 
Suite 36, 79 Clark St., Chicago 


Write 

Study at Home fc; 
for Free Booklet~on Contracts and 
112-pp. Catg. Tells how we make your 
home a University. Leading corre- 
spondence law course in America. New 
special text prepared by instructorsin 

21 resident universities—H ar v ard, 

; | peep Chicago, Wis., Mich., 


‘ o 
Low cost—easy terms. LaSalle Extension University, Box 152X, 


SHORT-STORY. WRITING 
A course of forty lessons in the history, form, struc- 
ture, and writing of the Short-Stery taught by 3. Berg 
Esenwein, Editor, tt's M oe . 
250-page catalogue free. Writeto-day. 
The Home Correspondence School 
60 Besse Place, Springfield, Mass. 


























Mr. Esenwein 














NEW YORK, New York City, Avenue A, 63d and 64th Streets. 


Have You Chosen a Profession ? 


There are opportunities in Medicine, especially Homeopathic Medicine. 
Send for Catalogue Q. NEW YORK HOMCEOPATHIC MEDICAL COLLEGE 
AND FLOWER HOSPITAL, Royal S. Copeland, A.M., M.D., Dean. 


BY MAIL 


===LAW 



























NOW IS YOUR OPPORTUNITY! 

A-1 land, abundant water, in the Famous Turlock Irrigation Dis- 
trict of California. The home of the peach, grave cantaloupe, 
watermelon and sweet potato. The Dairyman’s ‘aradise. W rite to- 
day for information free booklet. 

pt. **C,”” TURLOCK, CALIFORNIA 


TURLOCK BOARD OF TRADE, 
Taught in 256 simple lessons. 

PORTRAITURE fiiin low. Booklet telling 
all about it sent free. Drop me a postal. L. T. Ku Headmaster, 
Kunde School of Portrai Dept. K, Cawker Build Wis. 

Do you want to be an Orator? CPEs TR 

Do you want to be a Teacher of Elocution? “Ei tote 

Do you want to be a Public Reader? 

Do you want to improve your cenversation? 

Do you want to imerease your power in any direction? 

Send for catalog to 
National Gehoo!l of Blecution and Oratory, 924 Parkway Bidg., Philadelphia. 











See page 3 
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MAGAZINE 


Webster’s New $8.50 Imperial Dictionary FREE With Every Order 
- LATEST—GREATEST—CHEAPEST 


Magnificent 1911 Edition—Fresh from the Press—of the 


New Americanized Encyclopedia 


The most comprehensive, authoritative, up-to-date Encyclopedia in the world 


TREMENDOUS PRICE REDUCTION—AN OVERWHELMING BARGAIN 


Extraordinary Half-Price Offer You Save 50 Per Cent By Ordering Now 
The Highest Possible Value The Lowest Possible Price 


$1.00 SECURES THE SET. Sent FREE for Examination 


The Most Stupendous Free Trial Offer Ever Known in the World of Books. 


Other books may be DESTIRABLE—the Encyclopedia is INDISPENSABLE. It solves all prob- 
lems ; answers all questions; settles all disputes. Other books trace one arc of the great circle of 
knowledge ; the Encyclopedia sweeps the whole circumference. These fifteen massive volumes, with 
their 10,000 double-column pages, their superb maps, their hundreds of illustrations, form in them- 
selves a colossal library. It represents the perfection of critical scholarship, the cream of the world’s literatures, 
the sum and essence of human thought and endeavor. It includes every phase of discov ery, invention, experi- 
ence and belief. It describes the countless wonders of the earth, the teeming myriads of the sea, the star-sown 
spaces of the sky. It covers all epochs of literature, all forms of government, all systems of religion. It 
reveals all that the world has suffered and dreamed and hoped and DONE from the beginning of time. All 
gallant deeds and stirring scenes, all victories of brain or brawn, all marvels of science and invention, all 
the glorious achievements that have made history luminous and civilization possible are found in the 2 COUPON 
10,000 pages of these splendid volumes. Can YOU afford to do without it? 


THE 

7 The most brilliant thinkers of the century are enrolled as its contributors. Its ; . 
Its Matchless Authority writers include such men of world-wide fame as Matthew Arnold, James Bryce, $ a 
John Morley, Andrew Lang, St. George Mivart, Canon Farrar, Edmund Gosse, John Stuart Blackie, Leslie Stephen, ° 
Edward Freeman, Lord Kelvin, Robertson Swith, Sir Norman Lockyer, Thorold Rogers, Saintsbury, Swinburne, o 156 Fifth Ave. 
Simon Newcomb, John Fiske, Cardinal Gibbons, John Bach McMaster, Admiral Melville, Thomas B. Reed, Carroll New York 
Wright; and these, with hundreds of others equally famous, give it an authority so overwhelming that it reigas ol Please send me for ex- 
without a rival in the realms of scholarship amination, prepaid, a 


: Half-Pri Off. To emphasize the issue of the 1911 Edition of this magnificent work ~~ complete set of the New 
Special If. Price er we are making, for a limited time only, a special introductory offer at ~ _ Americanized Eneyclopedia 
just ONE-HALF the regular price. The cloth set we price at $37, the half-morocco at $46. Moreover, with in half-morocco binding at 
every order we will send, absolutely FREE, Webster's Huge New lmperial Dictionary, retailing regularly Ro your SPECIAL HALF-PRICE 
at $8.50. It is bound in full sheep, marbled edges, gold-stamped and indexed. This combination of the Ee offer of $46.00. If the set is 
world’s most famous Encyclopedia and equally famous Dictionary gives you a magnificent reference satisfactory I agree tu pay upon 
library of enormous extent and unmatchable value at an expense, for a limited time, of only Seven ee pes geet cepa haces noe of 
Cent: per Day. t.00 in cash within 5 days after re- 

i o . : néa a ill shi ceipt of goods and $2.50 each month 
Send No Money Now Sig” and mail the attached coupon and we will ship you a thereafter for eighteen months. Ifthe 

complete set for five days’ FREE examination. You can . 7 : 
, =: : ; books are not satisfactory, I am to notify 
return them AT OUR EXPENSE if they fail to give you entire satisfaction. We pay all trans- . me 
- . you promptly and hold them subject to 
portation charges. Should you desire to purchase, then send us $1.00 as first payment and .-™ 


pay the balance at the rate of $2.00 per month for the cloth and $2.50 per mouth for the sy eae oil me Webster’s New Imperial 

half-morocco. Dictionary, which I am to receive absolutely 

Do Jot Delay At these phenomenal prices, the introductory sets will vanish FREE should I retain the set. 
like magic. It is the opportunity of a lifetime. Enrich your 

mind, adorn your library, delight your family with this stupendous work. Write 

TO-DAY. Remember—No risk! No obligation! You purchase only if satisfied. 


THE BOOKLOVERS’ SOCIETY a SY “Ton prefer ~ ——_ edition, alter $46.00 to $37.00 


$2.50 each month to $2.00 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL ===: 








prepaid, to any place inthe United States without a cent advance, and 
Oriel from the day you receive it. If it does not suit you in every way and is not all or more than we 
claim for it and a better bicycle than you can get anywhere else regardless of price, or if for an 
reason ——— 786 > not wish to keepit, ship it back to us at our expense for freight a 


Low Fi FACTORY Y PRICES We sell the highest grade bicycles direct from factory to rider at 


a prices than any other house. We save you $10 to $25 middle- 
men’s profit on every bicycle. hest grade models with Puncture-Proof tires, Imported Roller 
ae —. etc., at prices a igher than cheap mail order bicycles; also reliable medium 
els at unheard of low prices. 

RIDER Al AGENTS WANTE . each town and district to ride and exhibit a sample 8922 ** Bicycle 
furnished by us. You will be astonished at the Fm ly low Prices 
and the liberal ee and special offer we will give on the first z911 — going to your town. Write at once 
for our special offer. T BUY a bicycle ora pair of tires from anyone at any price until you receive our catal; 
and learn our low prices Bayh Ree terms. BICYCLE DEALERS, you can sell our bicycles under your own name 
= ape our prices. Conese Ly the day pomenged SECOND HAND BICYCLES—a limited num taken in by 
hicago retail stores will be closed out at once, to $8 eac Descriptive bargain list mailed free. 


rear wabelel nner tubes, lamps, cyclometann, parts, repairs and everything in the bicycle 
ie RES, COASTER. BRAKE ine: line at on od usual weal patoee. — NOT aes but write today for our i Cata- 


MEAD CYCLE CO. Dept. A15, CHICAGO, ILL. 


(Nj2 MADE IN ONE MONTH WITH A “LONG” 
== Popcorn Crispette Machine 


You might just as well make as much. Perrine, Cal., tookin $380 in oneday. Every 
nickel brought almost 4 cents profit. Start in this safe, profitable and fascinating business. 
> Best season just at hand. You can make lots of money this Spring and Summer at 
Fairs, Parks, Summer Resorts, Amusement Halls, Circuses, etc. Crispettes are fine 
~different in shape, taste and quality, Everybody—young and old cravesthem. Sell 
for 5c a package—popular price—easy to get money. Think of fortunes made in five 
cent propositions—then figure what you cando. Write metoday. Get full particu- 
lars—reports from others. Act upon the prompting you havemnow—address 


W. Z. LONG, 324 High Street, Springfield, Ohio 

















































buys the Pittsburgh Visible Typewriter. Made in our own 
10 CENTS ADAY factory at Kittanning, Pa. $65 now—later the price 
will be $100. The best typewriter in the world; far excels 
any $100 machine made. Entire line visible. Back spacer, tabulator, two-color ribbon, 
universal keyboard, etc. Agents wanted everywhere. One Pittsburgh Visible 


Machine Free for a very small service. No selling necessary. 


and to learn of our easy terms and full particulars regarding this unprece- 
To Get One Free dented offer, say to us in a letter: “Mail your FREE OF FER RY 


THE PITTSBURGH VISIBLE TYPEWRITER COMPANY 
Dept. 32, Union Bank Building Established 20 Years PITTSBURGH, PA. 











Genuine 
Panamas 


Actual $15 to $18 Values 


This is, undoubtedly, the greatest Panama 
hat value ever offered in the United States. 
These Panamas are made of fine quality 
genuine Panama straw, very closely woven 
and beautifully finished. They are trimmed 
with neat silk bands and leather sweat 
bands. They are featherweight, cool, dressy 
and quickly adaptable to any no 
Any retail hat store in this country 
would charge you from $15 to $18 
each for Panamas of this high grade, 
but we import Panamas by thousands every 
year direct through the Port of Galveston 
from South America. We Save You Two Prof- 
tts. Remember, every hat is sold with this 
positive guarantee: 


Your Money Back If Not As Represented 


Order Right Now and Be Prepared for Summer 56 


Sent, Express Prepaid, Upon Receipt of Price 
State Size and Style 

Style 

No. 1 





Style 
No.2 


Style 
No.3 


Style 
No.4 


Style 
No.5 











Bronco Buster A Regular 
Hat $5 Hat 


TEXAS $ 3 Express Prepaid 





The kind our Texas Cowboys always wear, very pictur- 
esque and serviceable ; stiff never-flop brim, guaranteed 
to hold its shape, light tan color, with richly carved 
Mexican leather band. Made in two dimensions: crown 
4% inches, also 5% inches; brim 3 inches, 

also 3% inches. A regular $5 hat—sent express 3 
prepaidanywhereforonly . 

Order to-da: —satisfactiou guaranteed ‘or your money 
promptly refunded. Dealers, write for our special offer. 


Address Dept. S 
Houston Hat Company 


Houston, Texas 





If subscribers (of record) mention SUCCESS MAGAZINE in answering advertisements, they are protected by our guarantee against loss. See page 3 











5° SUCCESS 












The Net Paid Circulation of Success 
Macazine for March, 1911, was 284,773— 
73% of which were paid-in-advance subscrib- 
ers. 27%, therefore, was for single copy sales. 


Over 300,000 of this issue has been distributed. 


This is the largest net paid circulation in the history of Success MAGAZINE. The April and 
ay numbers show indications of even a larger circulation than that of March. We have had to 
increase our printed edition for the June issue, the one you now have in hand. 

Success MAGAZINE'S worth to advertisers is never in doubt to those who select their 
media with care. 

The distribution of the circulation of the March issue is given below, sworn to by the 
President of The National Post Company, publishers of Success MAGAZINE and THE NATIONAL 
Post. This distribution is worthy of the careful study of any national advertiser. 


DAVID G. EVANS, Advertising Manager. 































STATE TOTAL STATE TOTAL STATE TOTAL 
Alabama gic erage lap 2,176 Massachusetts ao 7,695 South Carolina... 2,341 
Arizona ‘ A ; 838 Michigan ; : P 11,450 South Dakota ‘ ; 3,172 
Arkansas ; ‘ 1,799 Minnesota. : : 7,994 Tennessee. : a 2,253 
ee ee 15,763 Mississippi . . . 1,337 Texas . ee ae 5,747 
Colorado oe : 3,892 Missouri p ‘ ; 10,046 Utah ; : : ; 2,786 
Connecticut . .  . 3,544 Montana Cre an 1,899 Vermont it aero 1,560 
Delaware . . . 328 Nebraska ae verre 4,189 Virginia . ‘ee ; 1,668 
District of Columbia . LO) Gime... «es 752 Washington .. ; 6,172 
Florida ae 2,000 New Hampshire ... 1,600 West Virginia oe 4,429 
Georgia go ee 1,782 New Jersey . ... 7,028 Wisconsin . ... 4,594 
Idaho . ‘ ; . 4,068 New Mexico . ‘ ‘ 631 Wyoming ; ; . 798 
NS IS 25,481 New York . gen 19,658 Canada . ' wos sad 3,472 
Indiana . ‘ ‘ : 15,471 North Carolina. ; 1,693 Porto Rico . : - 124 
lowa 4 Sat ae 15,100 North Dakota i , 2,416 Mexico ... . ; 350 
ee. ee ae” ea 8,987 Ohio Ley ae tees 23,110 U.S. Possessions... 458 
Kentucky . ; pf 2,079 Oklahoma. : F 4,577 Foreign . ; ‘ ’ 284 
Louisiana 1 ur. « 1,034 Oregon . : . ‘ 4,626 Alaska . ‘ ; ‘ 601 
ae ee 1,942 Pennsylvania . : i 19,970 ~ 284.773 
Maryland 4,573 Rhode Island. . . 991 e 









STATE OF NEW YORK) 
r SS. 
COUNTY OF NEW YoRK J 


I, Elisha Ely Garrison, Publisher of SUCCESS MAGAZINE and THE NATIONAL Post, do solemnly 
declare that the statement of circulation given above is true and correct to the best of my 


knowledge and belief. 
Signed 
(V/ QANMLBA 


Subscribed and sworn to before me this second day of May, 1911. 


— 7 


Notary Public 








A DEFINITE PRIZE FOR EVERY COPY SOLD 


New Prize System, in Effect May Ist, Provides in Addition to Regular Profits 
a Wide Variety of Prizes to Be Given to 


“SUCCESS” -“NATIONAL POST” BOY SALESMEN 


HOW TO EARN PRIZES 


With each paid copy of ‘THE 
NATIONAL Post and SUcCcEssS 
MAGAZINE we will give a Cer- 
tificate of Award. These Cer- 
tificates will be redeemed for 
prizes as listed in our Catalog. 
The number and choice of 
prizes to be earned by Boy 
Salesmen is limited only to the 
number of copies of SUCCESS 
MAGAZINE and THE NATION. 
AL Post which he sells. 


It All Depends Upon You Yourself 





HOW TO ORDER PRIZES 





When you have saved sufh- 
cient Certificates for the prize or 
prizes you desire, send them to 
us by mail. Give the Catalog 
number of the prizes wanted, 
and they will be sent to you 
without delay. New prizes are 
being constantly added to our 
Catalog list and will be an- 
nounced in our Story-Paper for 
Success-NATIONAL Post Boy 
Salesmen, THE NATIONAI 
Post News. 


SOME OF THE PRIZES: 


No. 1. Guaranteed 14-K. Solid Gold Fountain Pen. 50 Certificates 
of Award. 


. 7. One Complete Set of Henty’s or Alger’s Books. 100 
Certificates of Award. 


. 9. Boys’ “Special” Baseball Uniform. i60 i 


of Award. 


. 10. Eastern League Baseball. 35 Certificates of Award. 


.11. Baseman and Fielder’s Baseball Glove. 100 Certificates 
of Award. : 


. 14. Mascot Baseball. 20 Certificates of Award. 
.15. The “Reach” Youths’ Baseball Mask. 100 Certificates 


of Award. 
. 16. Boys’ “Red Band” Baseball Bat. 40 Certificates of Award. 


Nos. 17, 18, 19, 20. Gold, Silver and Gun Metal Open Face and 
Hunting Case Watches. 


In addition to the above many other desirable 
and valuable prizes are offered. 





THE NATIONAL POST COMPANY 
29-31 East 22d Street, New York, N. Y. 


Send for catalog and informa- 
tion on ‘‘ How to Start in Busi- 
ness ’’ and our Story Newspaper, 
THE NATIONAL Post NEws. 


THE NATIONAL POST COMPANY 


j Please send me your Prize Catalog and a copy of your 
| Boys’ Story-Newspaper and a Start in Business. 





NAME 





ADDRESS 














All out-doors invites your Kodak. 


Let Kodak keep a picture record of your every outing. There’s a new pleasure in 
phase of photography—pleasure in the taking, pleasure in the finishing, but most of 
yleasure in possessing pictures of the places and people that you are interested im 


KODAKS, $5.00 to $100.00. BROWNIES (they work like Kodaks), $1.00 to $12.00. 


ca EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, 


Co as 3 ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City. 








